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OHAPTEE I. 



COUNTESS NATALEB DOLGOETTOKI. 



" No, Natalie, weep no more I Quick, 
dry yonr tears. Let not my executioner 

■ 

see that we can feel pain or weep for 
sorrow I " 

Drying her tears, she attempted a 
smile, but it was an unnatural, painful 
smile. 

"Ivan," said she, "we will forget, 
forget all, excepting that we love each 
other, and thus only can I become 
cheerful. And tell me, Ivan, have I 
not always been in good spirits? Have 
not these long eight years in Siberia 
passed away like a pleasant summer 
day? Have not our hearts remained 
warm, and has not our love continued 
undisturbed by the inclement Siberian 
cold? You may, therefore, weU see that 
I have the courage to bear all that can 
be borne. But you, my beloved, you 
ray husband, to see you die, without 
being able to save you, without being 
permitted to die with you, is a cruel 
and unnatural sacrifice! Ivan, let me 
weep ; let your murderer see that I yet 
have tears. Oh, my God, I have no 
longer any pride, I am nothing but a 



poor heart-broken woman ! Your 
widow, I weep over the yet living 
corpse of my husband I " With convul- 
sive sobs the trembling young wife fell 
upon her knees and with frantic grief 
clung to her husband^s feet. 

Count Ivan DolgorucM no longer 
felt the ability to stand aloof from her 
sorrow. He bent down to his wiffe, 
raised her in his arms, and with her he 
wept his youth, his lost life, the vanish- 
ing happiness of his love, and the sham» 
of his fatherland. 

" I should joyfully go to my death, 
were it for the benefit of my country,^ 
ssdd he. " But to fall a sacrifice to a 
cabal, to the jealousy of an insidious, 
knavish favorite, is what makes the 
death-hour fearful. Ah, I die for 
naught, I die that MUnnich, Oster- 
mann, and Biron, may remain securely 
in power. It is horrible thus to die ! " 

Natalie^s eyes flashed with a fanatic 
glow. "You die," said she, "and I 
shall live, will live, to see how God will 
avenge you upon ^ese evil-doers. I 
will live, that I may constantly think 
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ef you, and in every hour of the day 
address to God my prayers for ven- 
geance and retribntionl " 

" live and pray for onr fatherland I !' 
said Ivan. 

" N'o," she angrily cried, " rather let 
God's corse rest upon this Bnssia, which 
delivers over its noblest men to the ex- 
§ontioner, and raises its ignoblest wo- 
men to the throne. N"o blessing for 
Bnssia, which is cursed in all genera- 
tions and for all time — no blessing for 
Russia, whose bloodthirsty czarina per- 
mits the slaughter of the noble Ivan 
and bis brothers I " 

" Ah," said Ivan, " how beautiful you 
now are — ^how flash your eyes, and how 
radiantly glow your cheeks I Would 
that my executioner were now come, 
that be might see in you the heroine, 
Natalie, and not the sorrow-stricken 
woman ! " 

" Ah, your prayer is granted ; hear 
you not the rattling of the bolts, the 
roll of the drum? They are coming, 
Ivan, they are coming I " 

"Farewell, Natalie; — ^farewell, for- 
ever ! " 

And, mutually embracing, they took 
one last, long kiss, but wept not. 

" Hear me, Natalie ! when they bind 
me upon the wheel, weep not. Be res- 
olute, my wife, and pray that their tor- 
ments may not render me weak, and 
that no cry may escape my lips I " 

" I will pray, Ivan." 

In half an hour all was over. The 
noble and virtuous Count Ivan Dolgo- 
rucki had been broken upon the wheel, 
and three of his brothers beheaded, and 
for what? — Because Count Miinnich, 
fearing that the noble and respected 



brothers Dolgorucki' might dispossess 
him of his usurped power, had persuad- 
ed the Czarina Anna that they were 
plotting her overthrow for the purpose 
of raising Katharina Ivanovna to the 
imperial throne. No proof or convic- 
tion was required; Miinnich had said 
it, and that sufficed; the Dolgomckis 
were annihilated I 

But Natalie Dolgorucki still lived, 
and from the bloody scene of her hus- 
band's execution she repaired to Kiew. 
There would she live in the cloister of 
the Penitents, preserving the memory of 
the being she loved, and imploring the 
vengeance of Heaven upon his murder- 
ers! 

It was in the twilight of a clear sum- 
mer night when Natalie reached the 
cloister in which she was on the next 
day to take the vows and exchange her 
ordinary dress for the robe of hair-cloth 
and the nun's veil. 

Foaming rushed the Dnieper within 
its steep banks, hissing broke the waves 
upon the ^gantic boulders, and in the 
air was heard the sound as of howling 
thunder and a roaring storm. 

" I will take my leave of nature and 
of the world," murmured Natalie, mo- 
tioning her attendants to remain at a 
distance, and with firm feet climbing the 
steep rocky bank of the rushing Dnieper. 
Upon their knees her servants prayed 
below, glancing up to the rock upon 
which they saw the tall form of their 
mistress in the moonlight, which sur- 
rounded it with a halo ; the stars laid a 
radiant crown upon her pure brow, and 
her locks, floating in the wind, resembled 
wings; to her servants she seemed an 
angel borne upon air and light and love 
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upward to her heavenly home! Na- 
talie stood there tranquil and tearless. 
The thooghtfdl glances of her large 
eyes swept over the whole surrounding 
region. She took leave of the world, 
of the trees and flowers, of the heavens 
and the earth. Below, at her feet, lay 
the cloister, and Natalie, stretching 
forth her arms toward it, exclaimed: 
"That is my gravel Happy, blessed 
Ivan, thou diedst ere being coffined; 
but I shall be coffined while yet alive I 
I stand here by thy tomb, mine Ivan. 
They have bedded thy noble form in the 
cold waves of the Dnieper, whose rush- 
ing and roaring was thy funeral knell, 
mine Ivan I I shall dwell by thy grave, 
and in the deathlike stillness of my cell 
shall hear the tones of the solemn hymn 
with which the impetuous stream will 
rock thee to thine eternal i»stl Re- 
ceive, then, ye sacred waves of. the 



Dnieper, receive thou, mine Ivan, in thy 
cold grave, thy wife's vow of fidelity to 
thee. Again will I espouse thee — ^in 
life as in death, am I thine ! " 

And, drawing from her finger the 
wedding-ring which her beloved hus- 
band had once placed upon it, she threw 
it into the foaming waves.* 

Bending down, she saw the ring sink- 
ing in the waters and murmured: "I 
greet thee, Ivan, I greet thee! Take 
my ring — ^forever am I thine ! " 

Then, rising proudly up, and stretch- 
ing forth her arms toward heaven, she 
exclaimed aloud: "I now go to pray 
that God may send thee vengeance. 
Woe to Russia, woe ! " and the stream 
with its boisterous waves howled and 
thundered after her the words : " Woe 
to Russia, woe I " 

* '* Notice Bar lea Principales FamiUes de la 
Bussle. Fax le Prince Pieire Dolgorouky," p. 30. 
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OHAPTEE II. 



OOVNT MIJnKIOH, 



The Empress Anna was dead, and — 
an nnheard-of case in Enssian imperial 
history — she had even died a natural 
death. Again was the Russian imperial 
throne vacated! Who is there to 
mount it ? whom has the empress named 
as her successor? No one dared to 
speak of it ; the question was read in 
all eyes, hut no lips ventured to open 
for the utterance of an answer, as every 
coiyecture, eveiy expression, if unfound- 
ed and unfulfilled, would he construed 
into the crime of high-treason as soon 
as another than the one thus indicated 
should he called to the throne I 

Who will obtain that throne? So 
asked each man in his heart. The 
courtiers and great men of the realm 
asked it with shuddering and despair. 
For, to whom should they now go to 
pay their homage and thus recommend 
themselves to favor in advance ? Should 
• they go to Biron, the Buke of Cour- 
land? Was it not possible that the 
dymg empress had chosen him, her 
warmly-beloved favorite, her darling 
minion, as her successor to the throne 
of all the Hussias? But how, if she 
had not done so ? If, instead, she had 
chosen her niece, the wife of Prince 
Anton Ulrich, of Brunswick, as her suc- 
cessor? Or was it not also possible 
that she had declared the Princess 



Elizabeth, the daughter of Czar Peter 
the Great, as empress? The latter, in- 
deed, had the, greatest, the most incon- 
testable right to the imperial throne of 
Bussia; was she not the sole lawful 
heir of her father ? How, if one there- 
fore went to her and congratulated her 
as empress? But if one should make a 
mistake, how then ? 

The courtiers, as before said, shudder- 
ed and hesitated, aud, in order to avoid 
making '•a mistake, did nothing at all. 
They remained in their palaces, ostensi- 
bly giving themselves up to deep mourn- 
ing for the decease of tlt» beloved 
czarina, whom every one of them secret- 
ly hated so long as she was yet alive. 

There were but a few who were not 
in xmcertainty respecting the inmiediate 
future, and conspicuous among that few 
was Field-Marshal Count Munnich. 

While all hesitated and wavered in 
anxious doubt, Hunnich alone was calm. 
He knew what was coming, because he 
had had a hand in shaping the event. 

" Oh," said he, while walking his 
room with folded arms, "wo have at 
length attained the object of our wishes, 
and this bright emblem for which I have 
so long striven will now finally be- 
come mine. I shall be the ruler of this 
land, and in the unrestricted exercise 
of royal power I shall behold these 
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millions of venal slaves grovelling at 
my feet, and whimpering for a glance 
or a smile. Ah, how sweet is this gov- 
erning power ! " ^ 

"But," he then continued, with a 
darkened hrow, "what is the good 
of being the ruler if I cannot bear the 
name of ruler ? — what is it to govern, 
if another is to be publicly recognized 
as regent and receive homage as such ? 
The kernel of this glory will be mine, 
but the shell, — I also languish for the 
shell. But no, this is not the time for such 
thoughts, now, when the circumstances 
demand a cheerful mien and every out- 
ward indication of satisfaction I My 
time will also come, and, when it comes, 
the shell as well as the kernel shall be 
mine I But this is the hour for waiting 
upon the Duke of Oourland I I shall be 
the first to wish him joy, and shall 
at the same time remind him that he has 
given me his ducal word that he will 
grant the first request I shall make to 
him as regent. Well, well, 1 will ask 
now, that I may hereafter command." 

The field-marshal ordered his carriage 

and proceeded to the palace of the Duke 

of Oourland. 
A deathlike stillness prevailed in the 

streets through which he rode. On 
every hand were to be seen only cur- 
tained windows and closed palaces ; it 
seemed as if this usually so brilliant 
and noisy quarter of St. Petersburg had 
suddenly become deserted and desolate. 
The usual equipages, with their gold and 
silver-laced attendants, were nowhere 
to be seen. 

The count's carriage thundered 
through the deserted streets, but 
wherever he passed curious faces wtre 



seen peeping from the curtained win- 
dows of the palaces; all doors were 
hastily opened behind him, and he was 
followed by the runners of the counts 
and princes, charged with the duty of 
espying his movements. 

Oount Miinnich saw all that, and 
smiled. 

" I have now given them the agnal," 
said he, " and this seiTile Russian nobil- 
ity will rush hither, like fawning 
hounds, to bow before a new idol and 
pay it their venal homage." 

The carriage now stopped before the 
palace of the Duke of Oourland, and 
with an humble and reverential mien 
Mdnnich ascended the stairs to the 
brilliant apartments of Biron. 

He found the duke alone ; absorbed 
in thought, he was standing at the win- 
dow looking down into streets which 
were henceforth to be subjected to his 
sway. 

"Your highness is surveying your 
realm," said Munnich, with a smile. 
" Wait but a little, and you will soon 
see all the great nobility flocking here 
to pay you homage. My carriage 
stops before your door, and these sharp- 
scenting hounds now know which way 
to turn with their abject adoration." 

"Ah," sadly responded Biron, "I 
dread the coming hour. I have a misfor- 
tune-prophesying heart, and this night, 
in a dream, I saw myself in a mis- 
erable hut, covered with beggarly rags, 
shivering with cold and fainting with 
hunger ! " 

" That dream indicates prosperity and 
happiness, your highness," laughingly re- 
sponded Munnich, " for dreams are al- 
ways interpreted by contraries. You saw 
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yourself as a beggar because you were 
to become our ruler — ^because a purple 
mantle will this day be placed upon 
your shoulders." 

" Blood also is purpre," gloomily re- 
marked the duke, " and a sharp pon- 
iard may also convert a beggar's blouse 
into a purple mantle I Oh, my fiiend, 
would that I had never become what I 
am I One sleeps ill when one must con- 
stantly watch his happiness lest it 
escape him. And think of it, my for- 
tunes are dependent upon the eyes of a 
child, a nurseling, that with its mother's 
milk imbibes hatred to me, and whose 
first use of speech will be, perhaps, to 
curse me ! " 

" Then it must be your task to teach 
the young emperor Ivan to speak," ex- 
claimed Mfinnich — " in that case he will 
learn to bless you." 

" I shall not be able to snatch him 
from his parents," said *Biron. "But 
those parents certainly hate me, and 
indeed very naturally, as they, it seem^, 
were, -next to me, designated as the 
guardians of their son Ivan. The 
Duchess Anna Leopoldowna of Bruns- 
wick is ambitious." 

" Bah I for the present she is in love," 
exdaimed Munnich, with a laugh, " and 
women, when in love, think of nothing 
but their love. But only look, your 
highness, did I not prophesy correctly ? 
Only see the numerous equipages now 
stopping before your door I The street 
will soon be too narrow to contain them." 

And in the street below was really 
to be seen the rapid arrival of a great 
number of the most splendid equipages, 
from which alighted beautiful and 
richly-dressed women, whose male 



companions were covered with orders, 
and who were all hastening into the 
palace. There was a pressing and 
pushing which produced the greatest 
possible confusion. Every one wished 
to be the first to congratulate the new 
ruler, and to assure him of their un- 
bounded devotion. 

The duke's halls were soon filled with 
Russian magnates, and when at length 
the duke himself made his appearance 
among them, he everywhere saw only 
happy, beaming faces, and encountered 
only glances of love and admiration. 
The warmest wishes of all these hun- 
dreds seemed to have been fulfilled, and 
Biron was precisely the man whom 
all had desired for their emperor. 

And, standing in the centre of these 
halls, they read to Biron the testament 
of the deceased Empress Anna : that tes- 
tament designated Ivan, the son of the 
Duchess Anna Leopoldowna and Prince 
Ulrich of Brunswick, as emperor, and 
him, Duke Biron of Oourland, as absolute 
regent of the empire during the minor- 
ity of the emperor, who had now just 
reached the age of seven months. The 
joy of the magnates was indescribable ; 
they sank into each other's arms with 
tears of joy. At this moment old ene- 
mies were reconciled ; women who had 
long nourished a mutual hatred, now 
tenderly pressed each other's hands ; 
tears of joy were trembling in eyes 
which had never before been known to 
weep ; friendly smiles were seen on lips 
which had usually been curled with 
anger ; and every one extolled with ec- 
stasy the happiness of Russia, and 
humbly bowed before the new sun now 
rising over that blessed realm. 
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"Witli the utmost enthusiasm they all 
took the oath of fidelity to the new 
ruler, and then hastened to the palace 
of the Prince of Brunswick, there with 
the humblest subjection to kiss the 
delicate little hand of the child-emperor 
Ivan. 

Miinnich was again alone with the 
duke, who, forgetting aU his iU-boding 
dreams, now gave himself up to the 
proud feeling of his greatness and 
power. 

"Let them all go," said he, "these 
magnates, to kiss the hand of this 
emperor of seven months, and wallow 
in the dust before the cradle of a 
whimpering nurseling I I shaU never- 
theless be the real emperor, and both 
sceptre and crown will remain in my 
hands I " 

" But in your greatness and splendor 
you will not forget your faithful and de- 
voted friends," said Mtinnich; "your 
highness will remember that it was I 
who chiefly induced the empress to 
name you as regent during the minority 
of Ivan, and that you gave me your 
word of honor that you would grant me 
the first request I should make to 



you, 



?? 



" I know, I know," said Biron, with 
a sly smile, thoughtfully pacing the 
room with his hands behind his back. 
But, suddenly stopping, he remained 
standing before Munnich, and, looking 
him sharply in the eye, said : " Shall I 
for once interpret your thoughts, Field- 
Marshal Count Miinnich?" Shall I for 
once tell you why you used all your in- 
fluence to decide the Empress Anna to 
name me for thi regency ? Ah, you had 
a sharp eye, a sure glance, and conse- 



quently discovered that Anna had long 
since resolved in her heart to name me 
for the regency, before you under- 
took to confirm her in this resolve by 
your sage counsels. But you said to 
yourself: *This good empress loves the 
Duke of Oourland ; hence she will un- 
doubtedly desire to render him great 
and happy in spite of all opposition, and 
if I aid in this by my advice I shall bind 
both parties to myself; the empress, by 
appearing to be devoted to her favorite, 
and the favorite, by aiding him in the 
accomplishment of his ambitious plans. 
I shall therefore secure my own posi- 
tion, both for the present and future I ' 
Confess to me, field-marshal, that these 
were your thoughts and calculations." 

" The regent, Sir Duke of Courland, 
has a great knowledge of human na- 
ture, and hence I dare not contradict 
him," said Munnich, with a constrained 
laugh. " Your highness therefore rec- 
ognizes the service that I, from what- 
ever motive, have rendered you, and 
hence you will not refuse to grant my 
request?" 

"Let me hear it," said the duke, 
stretching himself out on a divan, and 
negligently playing with a portrait of 
the Empress Anna, splendidly orna- 
mented with brilliants, and suspended 
from his neck by a heavy gold chain. 

" Name me generalissimo of all the 
troops," said Munnich, with solemnity. 

" Of aU the troops ? " asked Biron. 
" Including those on the water, or only 
those on land ? " 

" The troops on the water as well as 
those on land." * 

* Levecque, "Histoire de la Russle," vol. v., 
p. S09. 
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^' Ah, that means, I am to give yon 
milimited power, and thus place yon 
at the head of all affairs I" Then, 
suddenly rising from his reclining po- 
sition, and striding directly to Mun- 
nlch, the dake threateningly said : " In 
my first obseryation I forgot to inter- 
pret a few of yonr thoughts and plans. 
I will now tell you why you wished for 
my appointment as regent. You de- 
sired it for the advancement of your 
own ambitious plans. You knew 
Biron as an effeminate, yielding, pleas- 
ure-seeking favorite of the empress — 
you saw him devoted only to amuse- 
ment and enjoyment, and you said to 
yourself: * That is the man I need. As 
I cannot myself be named regent, let it 
be him I I will govern through him; 
and while this voluptuous devotee of 
pleasure gives himself up to the intoxi- 
cation of enjoyments, I will rule in 
his stead.' Well, Mr. Tield-Marshal, 
were not those your thoughts ? " 

Miinnich had turned very pale while 
the duke was thus speaking, and a 
sombre inquietude was depicted on his 
features. 

" I know not," he stammered, with 
embarrassment. 

" But /know 1 " thundered the duke, 
" and in your terror-struck face I read 
the confirmation of what I have said. 
Look in the glass, sir count, and you 
will make no further attempt at 
denial." 

" But the question here is not about 
what I might have once thought, but of 
what you promised me. Your high- 
ness, I have made my first request I 
It is for you to grant it. I implore you 
on the strength of your ducal word to 



name me as the generalissimo of yonr 
troops ! " 

" N'o, never I " exclaimed the duke. 

"You gave me your word! " 

"I gave it as Duke of Courlandl 
The regent is not bound by the prom- 
ise of the duke." 

" I made you regent I " 

" And I do not make you generalis- 
simo I " 

" You forfeit your word of honor? " 

" ITo, ask something else, and I will 
grant it. But this is not feasible. I 
must myself be the generalissimo of my 
own troops, or I should no longer be 
the ruler I Ask, therefore, for some- 
thing else." 

Mannich was silent. His features in- 
dicated a frightful commotion, and his 
bosom heaved violently. 

"I have nothing further to ask," said 
he, after a pause. 

" But I will confer upon you a favor 
without your asking it I " proudly re- 
sponded the duke. " Count Mtlnnich, 
I confirm you in your oflBces and digni- 
ties, and, to prove to you my unlimited 
confidence, you shall continue to be 
what you were under the Empress 
Anna, field-marshal in the Eussian 
army I" 

"I thank you, sir duke," calmly- 
replied Munnich. "It is very noble 
in you that you do not send me into 
banishment for my presumptuous de- 
mand." 

Clasping the offered hand of the 
duke, he respectfully pressed it to his 
lips. 

" And now go, to kiss the hand of the 
young emperor, that you may not be 
accused of disrespect," smilingly added 
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Biron; ** one must always preserve ajn 
pearaxLces.'' 

Munnioli silently bowed, while walk- 
ing backward toward the door. 

"We part as friends?" asked the 
dnke, nodding an adien. 

" As friends for life and death I " said 
Mtinnich, with a smUe. 

Bnt no sooner had the door dosed 
behind him than the smile vanished from 
his features, and was replaced by an ex- 
pression of forious rage. He threaten- 
ingly shook his fist toward the door 
which separated him from the dnke, 
and with convulsively compressed lips 
and grating teeth he said: "Yes, we 



now part as friends, but we shall yet 
meet as enemies I I shall remember this 
hour, sir duke, and shall do my best to 
prevent your forgetting it. Ah, you 
have not sent me to Siberia, but I will 
send you there 1 And now to the Em- 
peror Ivan. I shall there meet his pa- 
rents, the shamefully-slighted Ulrich of 
Brunswick, and his wife Anna Leopol- 
downa. I think they will welcome me." 
With a firm step, rage and vengeance 
in his heart, but outwardly smiling and 
submissive, Field-Marshal Count Miin- 
nich betook himself to the palace of the 
Duke of Brunswick, to kiss the hand of 
the cradled Emperor Ivan. 



-•♦•- 



CHAPTER III. 



COUNT OSTEBMANN. 



ForB weeks had passed since Biron, 
Duke of Courland, had commenced his 
rule over Russia, as regent, in the name 
of the infant Emperor Ivan. The Rus- 
sian people had with indifiference sub- 
mitted to this new ruler, and mani- 
fested the same subjection ibo him as 
to his predecessor. It was all the same 
to them whoever sat in godlike splen- 
dor upon the magnificent imperial 
throne — ^what care that mass of de- 
graded slaves, who are crawling in the 
dust, for the name by which their ty- 
rants are called? They remain what 
they are, slaves ; and the one upon the 
throne remains what he is, their abso- 
lute lord and tyrant, who has the right 



to-day to scourge them with whips, to- 
morrow to make them barons and 
counts, and perhaps the next day to send 
them to Siberia, or subject them to the 
infliction of the fatal knout. Whoever 
proclaims himself emperor" or dictator, 
is greeted by the Russian people, that 
horde of creeping slaves, as their lord 
and master, the supreme disposer of hfe 
and death, while they crawl in the dust 
at his feet. 

They had sworn alle^ance to the Re- 
gent Biron, as they had to the Empress 
Anna; they threw themselves upon the 
earth when they met him, they humbly 
bared their heads when passing his 
palace ; and when the magnates of the 
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realm, the princes and ooxmts of Ensffla, 
in their prond equipages, discovered 
the regent's carriage in the distance, 
thej ordered a halt, descended from 
their vehicles, and howed themselves 
to the ground before their passing lord. 
In Enssia, all distinctions of rank cease 
in the presence of the ruler; there is 
but one lord, and one trembling slave, 
be he prince or beggar, and that lord 
must be obeyed, whether he commands 
a murder or any other crime. The 
word and the will of the emperor puri- 
fy and sanctify every act, blessing it and 
making it honorable. 

Biron was emperor, although he bore 
only the name of regent ; he had the 
power and the dominion; the infant 
nurseling Ivan, the minor emperor, was 
but a shadow, a phantom, having the 
appearance but not the reality of lord- 
ship ; he was a thing unworthy of no- 
tice; he could make no one tremble 
with fear, and therefore it was un- 
necessary to crawl in the dust before 
him. 

Homage was paid to the Begent Bi- 
ron, Duke of Oourland ; the palace of 
Prince XTlrich of Brunswick, and his 
son, the Emperor Ivan, stood empty 
and desolate. No one regarded it, and 
yet perhaps it was worthy of regard. 

Yet many repaired to this quiet, silent 
palace, to know whom Biron would per- 
haps have given princedoms and mil- 
lions! But no one was there to betray 
them to the regent; they were very 
silent and very cautious in the palace 
of the Prince of Brunswick and his 
wife the Princess Anna Leopoldowna. 

It was, as we have said, about four 
weeks after the commencement of the 



regency of the Duke of Oourland, when 
a sedan-chair was set down before a 
small back door of the Duchess Anna 
Leopoldowna's palace; it had been 
borne and accompanied by four serfs, 
over whose gold-embroidered liveries, 
as if to protect them from the weather, 
had been laid a tolerably thick coat of 
dust and sweat Equally splendid, 
elegant, and unclean was the chair 
which the servants now opened for the 
purpose of aiding their age-enfeebled 
master to emerge from it. That per- 
son, who now made his appearance, 
was a shrunken, trembling, coughing 
old gentleman; his small, bent, dis- 
torted form was wrapped in a fur cloak 
which, somewhat tattered, permitted a 
soiled and faded under-dress to make 
itself perceptible, giving to the old man 
the appearance of indigence and sloven- 
liness. Nothing, not even the face, or 
the thin and meagre hands he extended 
to his servants, was neat and cleanly ; 
nothing about him shone but his eyes, 
those gray, piercing eyes with their 
fiery side-glances and their now kind 
and now sly and subtle expression. 
This ragged and untidy old man might 
have been taken for a beggar, had not 
his dirty fingers and his faded neck-tie, 
whose original color was hardly dis- 
coverable, flashed with brilliants of an 
unusual size, and had not the arms em- 
blazoned upon the door of his chair, in 
spite of the dust and dirt, betrayed a no- 
ble rank. The arms were those of the 
Ostermann family, and this dirty old 
man in the ragged doak was Count 
Ostermann, the famous Russian states- 
man, the son of a German preacher, 
who had managed by wisdom, cunning. 
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and intrigue to continue in place under 
five successive Russian emperors or re- 
gents, most of whom had usually been 
thrust from power by some bloody 
means. Czar Peter, who first appointed 
him as a minister of state, and confided 
to him the department of foreign affairs, 
on his death-bed said to his successor, 
the first Catharine, that Ostermann 
was the only one who had never made 
a false step, and recommended him to his 
wife as a prop to the empire. Catha- 
rine appointed him imperial chancellor 
and tutor of Peter n. ; he knew how to 
secure and preserve the favor of both, 
and the successor of Peter IT., the Em- 
press Anna, was glad to retain the ser- 
vices of the celebrated statesman and 
diplomatist who had so faithfully served 
her predecessors. From Anna he came 
to her favorite, I Bir on of Courland, who 
did not venture to remove one whose 
talents had gfdned for him so distin- 
gmshed a reputation, and who in any 
case might prove a very dangerous ene- 
my. 

But with Count Ostermann it had 
gone as with Count Mtinnich. Neither 
of them had been able to obtain from 
the regent any tiling more than a con- 
firmation of their offices and dignities, 
to which Biron, jealous of power, had 
been unwilling to make any addition. 
Deceived in Hieir expectations, vexed 
at this frustration of their plans, they 
had both come to the determination to 
overthrow the man who was unwilling 
to advance them ; they had become Bi- 
ron's enemies because he did not show 
himself their friend, and, openly de- 
voted to him and bowing in the dust 
before him, they had secretly repaired 
2 



to his bitterest enemy, the Duchess 
Anna Leopoldowna, to offer her their 
services against the haughty regent 
who swayed the iron sceptre of his de- 
spotic power over Russia.* 

A decisive conversation was this day 
to be held with the duchess and her 
husband, Prince Ulrich of Brmiswiok, 
and therefore, an unheard-of case, had 
even Count Ostermann resolved to leave 
his dusty room for some hours and re- 
pair to the palace of the Duchess Anna 
Leopoldowna. 

" Slowly, slowly, ye knaves," groaned 
Ostermann, as he ascended the narrow 
winding stairs with the aid of his ser- 
vants. " See you not, you hounds, that 
every one of your movements causes me 
insufferable pain ? Ah, a fearful illness 
is evidently coming ; it is already attack- 
ing my limbs, and pierces and agonizes 
every part of my system I Let my bed 
be prepared at home, you scamps, and 
have a strengthening soup made ready 
for me. And now away, fellows, and 
woe to you if, during my absence, either 
one of you should dare to break into the 
store-room or wine-cellar I You know 
that I have good eyes, and am cognizant 
of every article on hand, even to its ex- 
act weight and measure. Take care, 
therefore, take care 1 for if but an ounce 
of meat or a glass of wine is missing, 
I will have you whipped, you hounds, 
until the blood flows. That you may 
depend upon ! " 

And, dismisdng his assistants with a. 
kick. Count Ostermann ascended the 
last steps of the winding stairs alone and 
unaided. But, before opening the door 

♦ Leyecque, "Histolre de Eussle," vol v., p. 241. 
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at the head of the stairs, ho took time 
for reflection. 

" Hem I perhaps it would have been 
bettet forme to have been akeady taken 
ill, for if this plan should miscarry, and 
the regent discover that I was in this 
palace to-day, how then ? Ah^ I already 
seem to feel a draught of Siberian air I 
But no, it win succeed, and how would 
that ambitious Mtlnnich triumph should 
rt succeed without me I ITo, for this 
time I must be present, to the vexation 
of Mtlnnich, that he may not put all 
Bussia in his pocket I The good man 
has such large pockets and such grasp- 
ing hands I " 

Nodding and smiling to himself, Os- 
termann opened the door' of the ante- 
room. A rapid, searching glance satis- 
fied him that he was alone there, but his 
brow darkened when he observed Count 
Mflnnich's mantle lying upon a chair. 

" Ah, he has preceded m6," peevishly 
murmured Ostermann. "Well, well, 
we can afford once more to yield the 
precedence to him. To-day he — ^to- 
morrow I ! • My turn will come to-mor- 
row I " . . > 

Quite forgetting his illness and his 
pretended painsj he rapidly crossed the 
spacious room, and, throwing his ragged 
far cloak upon Mtinnich's mantle, said : 

" A poor old cloak like this is yet in 
condition to render that resplendent uni- 
form invisible. Not a spangle of that 
magnificent gold embroidery can be 
seen, it is all overshadowed by the 
ragged old cloak •which Mtlnnich so 
much despises I Oh, the good field- 
marshal ivill rejoice to find his mantle 
in such good company, and I hope my 
old cloak may leave some visible me- 



mento upon its embroidered companion. 
Well, the field-marshal is a brave man, 
and I have given him an opportunity to 
make a campaign against his own man- 
tle! The fool, why does he dislike 
these good little animals, and would yet 
be a Russian I " 

As, however, he opened the door of 
the next room, his form again took its 
former shrunken, fraU appearance, and 
his features again bore the expression of 
•sufiering and exhaustion. 

"Ah, it is you," said Prince Ulricb, 
advancing to meet the count, while 
Mtlnnich stood near a writing-table, in 
earnest conversation with Anna Leopol- 
downa, to whom he seemed to be ex- 
plaining something upon a sheet of pa- 
per. 

"We have waited long for you, my 
dear count," continued the prince, of- 
fering his hand to the new-comer, with 
a smile. 

" The old and the sick always have 
the misfortune to arrive too late," said 
Count Ostermann, " pain and sufiering 
are such hinderances, your grace. And, 
moreover, I have come only in obedience 
to the wishes of your highness, well 
knowing .that. I am superfluous here. 
What has the feeble old man to do in 
the councils of the" strong ? " 

"To represent wisdom in council," 
said the prince, " and for that, you are 
precisely the man, count." 

" Ah, Count Ostermann," at this mo- 
ment interposed Mllnnich, "it is weU 
you have come. You will be best able 
to tell their excellencies whether I am 
right or not." 

"^Field-Marshal Mtinnich is always 
right," said Ostermann, with a pleasant 
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smile. ^ i unconditionally Say ' yes ' to 
whatever you may have proposed, pro- 
vided that it is not a proposition of 
which my judgment cannot approve." 

" That is a very conditional yes ! " ex- 
claimed the duchess, laughing. 

"A *yes,' all perforated with little 
hack doors through Vhioh a * no ' . may 
conveniently enter,", laughed the prince. 

" The hack doors are in aU cases of 
the greatest importance," said Count 
Ostermann,' earnestly. " Through hack 
doors one often attains to the rooms of 
state, and had your palace here acci- 
dentally had no hack door for the ad- 
mission* of us, your devoted servants, 
'who knows, your highness Anna, 
whether you would on this very night 
hecome regent I " 

" On this night! " suddenly exclaimed 
Munnioh. .. "You see, your highness, 
that Gount Ostermann is wholly of my 
opinion. It must be done this night ! " 

" That would be overhaste," cried the 
duchess^; " we are not yet prepared I " 

"ITor .is the regent, Biron of Oour- 
land," thoughtfully interposed Oster- 
mann ; " and, therefore, our overhaste 
would take Biron by surprise." 

"Decidedly my own opinion," said 
Munnich. " AU is lost if we ^ve the 
regent time and leisure to make his ar- 
rangements. If we d6 not annihilate 
him to-day, he may, perhaps, send us to 
Siberia to-morrow." 

The duchess turned pale ; a trembling 
ran through her tall, noble form. 

"I so much dread the shedding of 
blood I " said she. 

" Oh, I am not at all vain," said Oster- 
mann. " I find it much less unpleasant 
to see the blood of others flowing than 



my own. It may be egotism, but I pre- 
fer keeping my blood in my veins to ex- 
posing it to the gaping curiosity of an 
astonished crowd 1 " 

"You think, then, that he already 
suspects, and would murder us? " 

" You, us, and also your son, the Em- 
peror Ivan." 

" Also my son I " exclaimed Leopol- 
downa, her eyes flashing, like those of an 
enraged honess. "Ah, I should know 
how to defend my son. Let Biron faU 
this night I" 

" So be it I " unanimously exclaimed 
the three men. 

" He has driven us to this extremity," 
said the princess. • " Not enough that he 
has banished our friends and faithful 
servants, surrounding us with his miser- 
able creatures and spies — ^not enough 
that he wounds and humiliates us in 
every way — ^he would rend the young 
emperor from us, his parents, his nat- 
ural protectors. ^ "We are attacked in our 
holiest rights, and must, therefore, de- 
fend ourselves." . 

"Bat what shall we do with this 
snjall Biron, when he is no longer the 
great regent? " asked Ostermann. 
• " We will make him' by a head small- 
er," said Munnich, laughing. 

" [Ro," vehemently exclaimed Leopol- 
downa — " no, no blood shall flow ! Not 
with blood shall our own and our son's 
rights be secured I Swear this, gentle- 
men, or I will never give my consent to 
the undertaking." . 

"I well knew that your highness 
would so decide," said Munnich, with a 
smile, drawing a folded paper from his 
bosom. " In proof of which I hand this 
paper to your highness." 
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** Ah, what is this ? " said the duch- 
ess, unfolding the paper; "it is the 
ground plan of a house I " 

" Of the house we will have huilt for 
Biron in Siberia," said Mttanich; "I 
have drawn the plan myself." * 

" In fact, you are a skilful architect. 
Count Munnich," said Ostermann, 
laughing, while casting an interrogating 
glance at the paper which Anna was 
Btill thoughtfaUy examining. '"How 
well you have arranged it all! How 
delightftd these snug little chambers 
will be I There will be just space 
enough in them to turn around in. 
But these small chambers seem to be 
a little too low. They are evidently 
not more than five feet high. As Bi- 
ron, however, has about your height, 
he will not be able to stand upright in 
them." 

" Bah ! for that very reason I " said 
Mtlnnich, with a cruel laugh. "He 
has carried his head high long enough ; 
now he may learn to bow." , 

"But that will be a continual tor- 
ment ! " exclaimed the Duke of Bruns- 
wick. 

" Oh, has he not tormented us ? " an- 
grily responded MtiJinich. " We need 
reprisals." 

" How strange and horrible 1 " said 
Anna Leopoldowna, shuddering ; " this 
man is now standing here clothed with 
unlimited power, and we are already 
holding in our hands the plan of his 
prison ! " 

" Yes, yes, and with this plan in his 
pocket will Count Mtlnnich now go to 
dine with Biron and enjoy his hospi- 
tality ! " laughingly exclaimed Oster- 

* Levecque, vol. v., p. 214. i 



mann. " Ah, that must make the din- 
ner particularly piquant I How agree- 
able it must be to press the regent's 
hand, and at the same time feel the 
rustling in your pocket of the paper 
upon which you have drawn the plan 
of his Siberian prison I But you are in 
the right. The regent has deeply of- 
fended you. How coijld he dare refuse 
to make you his generalissimo ? " 

" Ah, it is not for that," said Mtlnnich 
with embarrassment; and, seeking to 
give the conversation a different turn, 
he continued — "ah, see. Count Oster- 
mann, what a terrible animal is crawl- 
ing there upon your dress I " 

"Policy, nothing but policy," tran- 
quilly responded Ostermann, while the 
princess turned away with an expres- 
sion of repugnance. 

"Well," cried the prince, laughing, 
" explain to us, Count Ostermann, what 
those disgusting insects have to do with 
policy or politics ? " 

" We are all four Germans," said Os- 
termann, " and consequently are all fa- 
miliar with the common saying, ' Tell 
me the company you keep, and I will 
tell you what you are I ' I have always 
kept that in mind since I have been in 
Russia ; and to make this good people 
forget that I am a foreigner, I have 
taken particular pains to furnish myself 
with a supply of their dirt and of these 
delicate insects. If any one asks me 
who I am, I show him these creatures 
with whom I associate, and he imme- 
diately concludes that I am a Russian." 

Ostermann joined in the laugh that 
followed this explanation, but suddenly 
he uttered a piercing cry, and sank 
down upon a chair. 
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*'Ah, these pains will be the death 
of me 1 " he moaned—" ah, I already feel 
the ravages of death in my blood ; yes, 
t have long known that a dangerous 
malady was hovering over me, and my 
death-bed is already prepared at home I 
1 am a poor failing old man, and who 
knows whether I shall ontlive the even- 
ing of this day ? " 

While Ostermann was thus lament- 
ing, and the prince with kindly sym- 
pathy was occupied about him, Mun- 
jiich had returned the drawing to his 
pocket, and was speaking in a low tone 
to the duchess of some yet necessary 
preparations for the night. Count Os- 
termann, notwithstanding his lamenta- 
tions and his pretended pains, had yet a 
sharp ear for every word they spoke. 
He very distinctly heard the duchess 
say : " Well, I am satisfied 1 I shall ex- 
pect you at about two o'clock in the 
morning, and if the a.fMr is successful, 
you, Count Mtinnich, may be sure of my 
most fervent gratitude ; you will then 
have liberated Russia, the young em- 
peror, and myself, from a cruel and de- 
spotic tyrant, and I shall be eternally 
beholden to you." 

Count Munnich's brow beamed with 
inward satisfaction. "I shall, then, 
attaiu my ends," thought he. Aloud 
he said: "Your highness, I have but 
one wish and one request ; if you are 
willing to fulfil this, then will there be 
nothing left on earth for me to desire." 

"Then name your request at once, 
that I may grant it in advance I " said 
the princess, with a smile. 

" The man is getting on rapidly, and 
will even now get the appointment of 
generalissimo," thought Ostermann. 



"That must never be; I must pre- 
vent it I" 

And just as Mfinnich was opening his 
mouth to prefer his request, Ostermann 
suddenly uttered so loud and piteous a 
cry of anguish that the compassionate 
and alarmed princess hastened to offer 
him her sympathy and aid. 

At this moment the clock upon the 
wall struck four. That was the hour 
for which Munnich was invited to dine 
with the regent. It would not do to 
fail of his engagement to-day — ^he must 
be punctual, to avoid exciting suspicion. 
He, therefore, had iio longer the time 
to lay his request before the princess; 
consequently Count Ostermann had ac- 
complished his object, and secretly tri- 
umphing, he loudly groaned and com- 
plained of his sufferings. 

Count Munnich took his leave. 

" I go now," he smiHngly said, " to 
take my last dinner with the Duke of 
Courland. I shall return this night at 
the appointed hour. We shall then 
convert the duke into a Siberian con- 
vict, which, at all events, will be a very 
interesting operation." 

Thus he departed, with a horrible 
laugh upon his lips, to keep his appoint- 
ment with the regent. 

Count Ostermann had again attained 
his end — he remained alone with the 
princely pair. Had Munnich been the 
first who came, Ostermann was the last 
to go. 

" Ah," said he, rising with apparent 
difficulty, " I will now bear my old, dis- 
eased body to my dwelling, to repose 
and perhaps to die upon my bed of 
pain." 

" Not to die, I hope," said Anna. 
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" You must live, that you may see us 
in our greatness," said the prince. 

Ostermann feebly shook his head. " I 
see, I see it all," said he. "You will 
liberate yourself from one tyrant, your 
highness, to become the prey of another. 
The eyes of the dying see clear, and I 
tell you, duchess, you were already on 
the point of giving away the power you 
have attained. , Know you what Mtin- 
nich*s demand will be ? " 

"Well?" 

" He will demand what Biron refused 
him, and for which refusal MGnnich.be- 
came his enemy. He will ask you to 
appoint him generalissimo of all your 
forces by land and sea." 

" Then will he demand what naturally 
belongs to me," said the prince, excited- 
ly, " and we shall of course refuse it." 

" Yes, we must refiise it," repeated 
the princess. 

"And in that you will do well," said 
OouDt Ostermann. " I may venture to 
say so, as I have no longer the least am- 
bition — death will soon relieve me from 
all participation in affairs of state. I am 
a feeble old man, and desire nothing 
more than to be allowed occasionally to 
impart good counsels to my benefactors. 
And this is now my advice: Guard 
yourselves against the ambition of Count 
Munnich." 

" We shall bear your counsel in mind," 
said the prince. 

" We will not appoint him generalis- 
simo I " exclaimed the princess. " He 
must never forget that he is our ser- 
vant, and we his masters." 

"And now permit me to go, your 



highness," said Ostermann. "Will you 
have the kindness, prince, to commaiid 
your lackeys to bear me to my sedan- 
chair ? It is impossible for me to walk 
a step. Yes,, yes, while you are this 
night contending for a throne, I shall, 
perhaps, be struggling with death I " 

And, with a groan, sinking back into 
the arms of the lackeys "whom the prince 
had called, Ostermann suffered ,himself 
to be carried down to his chair, which 
awaited him at the door. 

He groaned and cried out as they 
placed him in it, but as soon as its door 
was closed and his serfs were trotting 
with him toward his own palace, the 
suffering expression vanished from Os- 
termann's face, and a sly smile of satis- 
faction played upon his lips. 

"I think I have well employed my 
time, ".he muttered to himself. !'The 
good Munnich will never become gener- 
alissimo, and poor old failing Ostermann 
may now, unsuspected, go quietly to 
bed and comfortably await the coming 
events. Such an illness, at the right 
time, is an insurance against all acci- 
dents and miscarriages. I learned that 
after the death of Peter H. Who knows 
what would then have become of ine 
had I not been careful to remain sick in 
bed until Anne had mounted the throne ? 
I will, therefore, again be sick, and in 
the morning we shall see ! Should this 
conjm*ation succeed, very well; then, 
perhaps, old Ostermann will gradually 
recover sufficient health to take yet a 
few of the burdens of state upon his 
own shoulders, and thus relieve the 
good Mtlnnich of a part of his cares ! " 
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CHAPTER IV. 



THE NIGHT OF THE C0N8PIEACY. 



It was a splendid dinner, tliat wbicli 
the regent had this day prepared for his 
guests. Count MUnnich was very much 
devoted to the pleasures of the table, 

• 

and, sitting near the regent, he gave 
himself wholly up to the cheerful humor 
which the excellent viands and delicate 
wines were calculated to stimulate. At 
times he entirely forgot his deep-laid 
plans for the coming night, and then 
again he would suddenly recollect them 
in the midst of his gayest conversation 
with his host, and while volunteering a 
toast in praise of the noble regent, and 
closing it by crying — " A long life and 
reign to the great regent, Biron von 
Oourland I '^ he secretly and with a ma- 
licious pleasure thought : " This is thy 
last dinner, sir duke I A few hours, 
and those lips, now smiling with happi- 
ness, will be forever silenced by our 
blows ! " 

These thoughts made the field-mar- 
shal unusually gay and talkative, and 
the regent protested that Mtinnich had 
never been a more agreeable convive 
than precisely to-day. Therefore, 
when the other guests retired, he 
begged of Mtlnnich to remain with him 
awhile ; and the field-marshal, thinking 
it might possibly enable him to prevent 
any warning reaching the regent, con- 
sented to stay. 



They spoke of past times, of the 
happy days when the Empress Anne yet 
reigned, and when all breathed of 
pleasure and enjoyment at that happy 
court; and perhaps it was these recol- 
lections that rendered Biron sad and 
thoughtful. He was absent and low- 
spirited, and his large, flashing eyes 
often rested with piercing glances upon 
the calm and smiling face of Mtlnnich. 

" You all envy me on account of zny 
power and dominion,^' said he to Mtln- 
nich ; " of that I am not ignorant. But 
you know not with what secret pain 
and anguish these few hours of splendor 
are purchased! — the sleepless nights in 
which one fears seeing the doors open 
to give admission to murderers, and then 
the dreams in which blood is seen flow- 
ing, and nothing is heard but death- 
shrieks and lamentations ! Ah, I hate 
the nights, which are inimical to all 
happiness. , In the night will misfor- 
tune at some time overtake me — in the 
night the evil spirit reigns I " 

With a drooping head the regent had 
spoken half to himself; but suddenly 
raising his head, and looking Mtln- 
nich sharply in the eye, he said: 
^'Have you, Mr, Field-Marshal, during 
your campaigns, never in the night fore- 
seen any important event ? " 

Mtlnnich shuddered slightly, and 
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the color forsook Lis cheeks. "He 
know9 all, and I am lost," thought he, 
and his hand involnntarilj sought his 
sword. " I will defend myself to the 
last drop of m^ Wood," was his first 
idea. 

Bat Biron, although surprised, saw 
nothing of the field-marshal's strange 
commotion — ^he was wholly occupied 
with his own thoughts, and only await- 
ed an answer to his question. 

"Well, Mr. Field-Marshal," he re- 
peated, " tell me whether in the night 
you have ever had the presentiment of 
any important event ? " 

"I was just considering," he calmly 
said. " At this moment I do not recol- 
lect ever having foreseen any extraordi- 
nary event by night. But it has al- 
ways been a principle of mine to take 
advantage of every favorable opportu- 
nity, whether by day or night. " * 

Mtlnnich remained with the regent 
until eleven o'clock in the evening, and 
then they separated with the greatest 
kindness and the heartiest assurances 
of mutual friendship and devotion. 

•* Ah, that was a hard trial 1 " said 
Mtlnnich, breathing easier and deeper, 
as he left the palace of the duke behind 
him. "I was already convinced that 
all was lost, but this Biron is unsuspect- 
ing as a child ! Sleep now, Biron, 
sleep! — ^in a few hours I shall come to 
awaken you, and realize your bloody 
dream I " 

With winged steps he hastened to his 
own palace. Arrived there, he sum- 
moned his adjutant, Captain von Mann- 
stein, and, after having briefly given 



* Mannsteln'B, Memoirs p. 211; Levecque, 
vol. Y., p. 240. 



him the necessary orders, took him 
with him into his carriage for the pur- 
pose of repairing to the palace of the 
Prince of Brunswick. 

It was a cold November night of the 
year 1740. The deserted streets were 
hushed in silence, and no one of the 
occupants of the dark houses, no one 
on earth, dreamed that this carriage, 
whose rumbling was only half heard in 
sleep, was in a manner the thundering 
herald of new times and new lords. 

MOnnich had chosen his time well. 
For if it was forbidden to admit any one 
whatever, during the night, to the pal- 
ace occupied by the young czar, and if 
also the regent had ^ven the guards 
strict orders to shoot any one who 
might attempt, in spite of these com- 
mands, to penetrate into the forbidden 
precincts, this day made an exception 
for Miinnich, as a portion of one of 
his own regiments was to-day on duty 
at the imperial palace. 

Unimpeded, stayed by no one, Mtln- 
nich penetrated to the apartments of « 
Anna Leopoldowna. She was await- 
ing him, and at his side she descended 
to receive the homage of the ofl5c€Jrs 
and soldiers, who had been commanded 
by Mtlnnich to submit themselves to 
her. 

With glowing words she described 
to the listening soldiers all the insults 
and injuries to which the regent had 
subjected herself, her husband, and 
their son the emperor. 

"Who can say that this miserable, 
low-born Biron is called to fill so ex- 
alted a place, and to lord it over you, 
my beloved friends and brothers ? To 
me, as the niece of the blessed Empress 
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Anne, to me, as the mother of Ivan, 
chosen as emperor by Anne, to me 
alone belongs .the regency, and by 
Heaven I t^ reconquer that of which 
I have been, nefariously robbed! I 

'^ will pxmish this insolent upstart whose 
shameful tyranny we have endured long 
enough, and I hope you, my friends, 
will stand by me and obey the com- 
mands of your generals I " * 

A loud 'Dvoa followed this speech of 
Anna Leopoldowna, who tenderly em- 
braced the enraptured officers, com- 
manding them to follow her. 

Accompanied by Marshal Mtlnnich 
and eighty soldiers, Anna then went out 
into the streets. In alence they ad- 
vanced to within a hundred steps of 
Biron's palace. Here, making a halt, 
Mannstein alone approached the palace 
to command the officers of the guard in 
the name of the new regent, Anna 
Leopoldowna, to submit and pay hom- 
age to her. Ko opposition was made ; 
accustomed always to obey, they had 
not the courage to dispute the com- 
mands of the new ruler, and declared 
themselves ready to assist her in the ar- 

' rest of the regent. 

Mannstein returned to Anna and 
Mtinnich with this joyful intelligence, 
and received orders to penetrate into the 
palace with twenty men, to capture 
the duke, and even kill him if he made 
resistance. 

Without opposition Mannstein again 
returned to the palace with his small 
band, carefully avoiding making the 
least noise in his approach. All the 
soldiers in the palace knew him ; and as 
the watch below had permitted him to 
* Levecqne, vol. v., p. 241. 



pass, tiiey supposed he must have an 
important message for the duke, and 
no one stopped him. 

He had already wandered through 
several rooms, when an unforeseen diffi- 
culty presented itself. Where is the 
sleeping-room of the duke? Which 
way must he turn, in order to find 
him? He stood there imdecided, not 
daring to ask any of the attendants in 
the anterooms, lest perhaps they might 
suspect him and awaken the duke ! He 
finally resolved to go forward and trust 
to accident. He passed two or three 
chambers — all were empty, all was still ! 

Now he stands before a closed door I 
What if that should prove the chamber 
of the duke? He thinks he hears a 
breathing. 

He cautiously tries the door. Slight- 
ly closed, it yi^ds to his pressure, and 
he enters. There stands a large bed 
with hanging curtains, which are bold- 
ly drawn aside by Mannstein. 

Before him lies the regent, Duke 
Biron of Oourland, with his wife by his 
side. 

"Duke Biron, awake! " called Mann- 
stein^ with a loud voice. The ducal 
pair stai-ted up from their slumber with 
a shriek of terror. 

Biron leaps from the bed, but Mann- 
stein overpowers him and holds him 
fast until his soldiers come. The duke 
defends himself with his hands, but is 
beaten down with musket-stocks. They 
bind his hands with an officer's soarfj 
they wrap him in a soldier's mantle, 
and so convey him down to Field-Mar- 
shal Mtlnnioh's carriage which is wait- 
ing, below, to transport him to the 
winter palace. 



26 



THE DAUGHTER OP AN EMPRESS. 



While Mann stein and the soldierd 
were occapied with the duke, his duch- 
ess had found an opportxmity to make 
her escape. - With only her light night-, 
dress, shrieking and lamenting, she had 
rushed into the street. 

She was seized hy a soldier, who, con- 
ducting her to Mannstein, asked what 
he should do with her. 

"Take her hack into the palace I " 
said Mannstein, hastening past. 

But the soldier, only anxious to rid 
himself of an encumhrance, threw the 
now insensihle duchess into the snow, 
and hurried away. 

In this situation she was found by a 
captain of the guard, who lifted her up 
and conveyed her into the palace to 
give her over to the care of her women, 
that she might be restored to con- 
sciousness and dressed. But she no 
loligerhad either women or servants! 
Her reign is over ; they have all fled in 
terror, as from the house of death, that 
they may not be involved in the disas- 
. ter of those whose good fortunes they 
have shared. The slaves had all de- 
camped in search pf new masters, and 
the regent's palace, so often humbly and 
reverently sought, is now avoided as a 
pest-house. 

With trembling hands the duchess 
enveloped herself in her clothes, and 
then followed her husband to the win- 
ter palace, f 

And while all this was taking place 
the court and nation yet trembled at the 
names of these two persons who had 
just been so deeply humbled. The 
Princess Anna Leopoldowna, accompa- 
nied by the shouting soldiery, made a 
triumphant progress through the streets 



of the city, stopping at all the ca^ems 
to receive the oaths and homage of the 
regiments. 

This palace-revolution was consum- 
mated without, the shedding of blood, 
and the awaking people of St Peters- 
burg found themselves with astonish- 
ment under a new regency and new 
masters!* 

But a population of slaves venture no 
opposition.- Whoever may have the 
power to declare and maintain himself 
their ruler, he is their master, and 
the slavish horde bow humbly before 
him. 

As, hardly four weeks previously, the 
great magnates of the realm had hurried 
to the Duke of Oourland to pay their 
homage and prostrate themselves in the 
dust before him, so did they now hasten 
to the palace of the new regent, hum- 
bly to pay their court to her. The same 
lips that even yesterday swore eternal 
fidelity to the Regent Biron, and sounded 
his praise to the skies, now condemned 
him, and as loudly commended their 
august new mistress, Anna Leopoldow- 
na! The same knees which had yester- 
day bent to Biron, now bent before 
Anna ; and, with tears of joy, men now 
again sank into the arms of each other, 
loudly congratulating their noble Rus- 
sia upon which the sun of happiness 
had now risen, giving her Anna Leopol- 
downa as regent ! 

And while all was jubilation in the 
palace of the new regent, that of the 
great man of yesterday stood silent and 
deserted — no one dared to raise a voice 
in his favor! Those who yesterday 
revelled at his table and sang his praises, 
* Levecque, vol. v., p. 241, and following. 
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were to-day Ms bitterest enemies, curs- 
ing him the louder the more they had 
lauded him yesterday. 

Magnificent festivals were celebrated 
in St. Petersburg in honor of the new 
regient, while they were at the same 



time trying the old one and condemning 
him to death. But Anna Lepoldowna 
mitigated his punishment— what a mit- 
igation I— by changing the sentence of 
death into that of perpetual banishment 
to Siberia! 



♦♦• 



OHAPTEB V 



HOPES DECEIVED. 



Teanqtjillitt was again establish- 
ed in Russia. Once again all faces 
were lighted up with joy at this new 
state of affairs, and again the people 
congratulated themselves on the good 
fortune of the Russian empire! All 
this was done four weeks previously, 
when Biron took upon himself the r©-. 
genoy, and the same will be done again 
when another comes to overthrow the 
regent Anna ! 

It was on the day after this new 
revolution, when Mtinnich, entering the 
palace with a proud step and elevated 
head, requested an interview with the 
regent. 

" Your highness," he said, not bend- 
ing the knee before his sovereign as 
custom demanded, but only slightly 
pressing her hand to his lips — "your 
highness, I have redeemed my word 
and fulfilled my promise. I promised 
to liberate you from Biron and make 
you regent, and I have kept my word. 
!N"ow, madame, it is for you to fulfil 
your pledge ! You solemnly promised 
that when I should succeed in making 



you regent, you would immediately and 
anconditionally grant me whatever I 
might demand. "Well, now, you are 
regent, and I come to proffer my re- 
quest ! " 

"It will make me happy, field-mar- 
shal, to discharge a small part of my 
obligations toward you, by yielding to 
your demand. Ask quickly, that I may 
the sooner ^ve ! " . said Anna Leopol- 
downa, with an engaging smile. 

"Make me the generalissimo of your 
forces ! " responded MUnnich in an al- 
most commanding tone. 

A cloud gathered over the smiling 
features of the regent. 

" Why must you ask precisely this — 
this one only favor which it is no longer 
in my power to bestow ? " she sadly said. 
" There are so* many oflSces, so many 
influential positions — ah, I could prove 
my gratitude to you in so many ways 1 
Ask for money, treasures, landed es- 
tates — all these it is in my power to 
give. "Why must you demand precisely 
that which is no longer mine ! " 

Mftnnich stared at her with widely- 
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opened eyes, trembling lips, and pallid 
cheeks. His head swam, and he thonght 
he could not have rightly heard. 

" I hope this is only a misunderstand- 
ing I " he stammered. " I must have 
heard wrong ; it cannot be your inten- 
tion to refuse me.'' 

"Would to God it were yet in my 
power to gratify you ! " sighed the re- 
gent. " But I cannot give what is no 
longer mine I Why came you not a few 
hours earlier, field-marshal ? then would 
it have been yet possible to comply 
with your request. But now it is too 
latel" 

" You have, then, appointed anoth- 
er generalissimo?'' shrieked MtLnnich, 
quivering with rage. 

"Yes," said Anna, smiling; "and 
see, there comes my generalissimo ! " 

It was the regent's husband. Prince 
Ulrich von Brunswick, who that mo- 
ment entered the room and calmly 
greeted Mtlnnich. 

"You have here a rival, my hus- 
band," said the princess, without em- 
barrassment; "and had I not already 
signed your diploma, it is very ques- 
tionable whether I should now do it, 
now that I know Count Mtlnnich de- 
sires the appointment" 

"I hope," proudly responded the 
prince, " Count Mtlnnich will compre- 
hend that this position, which places 
the whole power of the empire in the 
hands of him who holds it, is suitable 
only for the father of the emperor ! " ^ 

Count Mfinnich made no answer. 
Already so near the attainment of his 
end, he saw it again elude his grasp. 
Again had he labored, struggled, in 
vain. This was the second revolution 



which he had brought about, with this 
his favorite plan in view : two regents 
were indebted to him for their great- 
ness, and both had refused him the one 
thing for which he had made them re- 
gents ; neither had been willing to cre- 
ate him generalissimo I 

In this moment Mtlnnich felt unable 
to conceal his rage under an assumed 
tranquillity ; pretending a sudden attack 
of illness, he begged permission to re- 
tire. 

Tottering, scarcely in possession of 
his senses, he hastened through the hall 
thronged with petitioners. All bowed 
before him, all reverently saluted him ; 
but to him it seemed that he could read 
nothing but mockery and malicious joy 
upon all those smiling faces. All, he 
could have crushed them all, and trod- 
den them under his feet, in his inex- 
tinguishable rage I 

When he finally reached his carriage, 
and his proud steeds were bearing him 
swiftly away — ^when none could any 
longer see him — ^then he gave vent to 
furious execrations, and tears of rage 
flowed from his eyes; he tore out his 
hair and smote his breast ; he felt him- 
self wandering, frantic with rage and 
despair. One thought, one wish had 
occupied him for many long years ; he 
had labored and striven for it. He 
wished to be the first, the most pow- 
erful man in the Eussian empire; he 
would control the military force, and 
in his hands should rest the means of 
^ving the country peace or war I That 
was what he wanted; that was what 
he had labored for — and now. .... 

"Oh, Biron, Biron," he faintly 
groaned, " why must I overthrow you ? 
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You loved me, and perhaps would one 
day have accorded me what yon at first 
refused 1 Biron, I have betrayed you 
with a kiss. It is your guardian angel 
who is now avenging you I " 

Thus he reached his palace, and the 
servants who opened the door of his 
carriage started back with alarm at the 
fearfal expression of their master's face. 
It had become of an ashen gray, his 
blue lips quivered, and his gloomily- 
gleaming eyes seemed to threaten those 
who dared approach him. 

Alighting in silence, he strode on 
through the rows of his trembling ser- 
vants. Suddenly two of his lackeys fell 
upon their knees before him, weeping 
tod sobbing; they stretched forth their 
hands to Mm, begging for mercy. 

" What have they done ? " asked he 
of his mtyor-domo. 

"Feodor has had the misfortune to 
break your excellency's drinking-cup, 
and Ivanovitch bears the blame of suf- 
fering your greyhound Artemisia to es- 



?> 



cape 

A strange joy suddenly lighted up the 
brow of the count. 

** Ah," said he, breathing more free- 
ly, and stretching himself up—" ah, I 
thank God that I now have some one 
on whom I can wreak my vengeance I " 

And kicking the unfortunate weeping 
and writhing servants, who were crawl- 
ing in the dust before him, Miinnich 
cried : 

"No mercy, you hounds — ^no, no 
mercy! You shall be scourged until 
you have breathed out your miserable 
lives I The knout here I Strike I I 
will look on from my windows, and see 
that my commands are executed I Ah, 



I will teach you to break my cups and 
let my hounds escape I Scourge them 
unto death I I will see their blood — 
their red, smoking blood I " 

The field-marshal stationed himself 
at his open window. The servants had 
formed a close circle around the unhap- 
py beings who were receiving their pun- 
ishment in the court below. The air 
was fiUed with the shrieks of the tor- 
tured men, blood flowed in streams over 
their fiayed backs, and at every new 
stroke of the knout they howled and 
shrieked for mercy ; while at every new 
shriek MUnnich cried out to his execu- 
tioners : 

"N"o, no mercy, no pity! Scourge 
the culprits I I would, I must see blood 1 
Scourge them to death I " 

Trembling, the band of servants 
looked on with folded hands; with a 
savage smile upon his face, stood Count 
Miinnich at his window above. 

Weaker and weaker grew the cries 
of the unhappy sufferers — ^they no longer 
prayed for mercy. The knout continued 
to flay their bodies, but their blood no 
longer flowed — ^they were dead ! 

The surrounding servants folded their 
hands in prayer for the souls of the de- 
ceased, and then loudly commended the 
mild justice of their master I 

Eetiring from the window, Count 
Hunnich ordered his breakfast to be 
served I * 

* Such horribly crael poniBhrnents of the serfs 
were at that time no nncommoii occnrrence in 
Russia. Unhappy serfe were daily scourged to 
death at the command of their masters. More- 
over, princes and generals, and even resx)ectablo 
ladies, were scourged with the knout at the com- 
mand of the emperor. Tet these punishments in 
Russia had nothing dishonoring in them. The 
Empress Catharine n. had three of her court la- 
dies stripped and scourged in the presence of the 
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From that time forward, however, 
MtLnnich's life was a continnons chain 
of vexations and mortifications. A^ ^is 
inordinate ambition was known, he was 
constantly suspected, and was repre- 
hended with m;xorable severity for 
every fanlt 

It is true the regent raised him to the 



whole court, for haying drawn some offenBive 
caricatures of the great empress. . One of these 
Bconrged ladies, afterward married to a Russian 
magnate, was sent by Catharine as a sort of am- 
bassadress to Sweden, for the purpose of inducing 
the King of Sweden to flEivor some of her i>olitical 
plans.— " M^moires Secrets Bur la Bndsie, par 
Masson," vol. iii., p. 893. 



post of first minister ; but Ostermaon, 
who recovered his health after the suc- 
cessful termination of the revolutionary 
enterprise, by various intrigues attaitied 
to the position of minister of foreign af- 
fairs ; while to Golopkin was given the 
department of the interior, so that only 
the war deportment remained to the 
first minister, Mtlnnich. He had origi- 
nated and accomplished two revolu- 
tions that he might become generalissi- 
mo, -and had obtained nothing but mor- 
tifications and huipailiations that embit- 
tered every moment of his life I 
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CHAPTEE VI. 



THE REGENT AKNTA LEOPOLDOWNA, 



Anna had succeeded, she was regent ; 
she had shaken off the burden of the 
Bironic tutelage, and her word was all- 
powerful throughout the immeasurable 
provinces of the Kussian empire: "Was 
she now happy, this proud and power- 
ful Anna Leopoldowna ? !N"o one had 
ever yet been happy and free from care 
upon this Russian throne, and how, 
then, could Anna Leopoldowna be so? 
She had read the books of Russian. po- 
litical history, and that history was 
written with blood ! *Anna was a wo- 
man, and she trembled when thinking 
of the poison, the dagger, the throt- 
tling hands, and flaying sword, which 
had constantly beset the throne of Rus- 
sia, and in a manner been the means in 



the* hands of Providence of clearing it 
from oije tyrant, only, indeed, to make 
room for another. Anna, as we have 
said, trembled before this means of 
Providen<je ; and when her eyes fell 
upon Munnich — upon his dark, angiy 
brow and his secretly threatening 
glance: — she then with inward terror 
asked herself : " May not Providence 
have chosen him for my murderer? 
Will he not overthrow me, as he over- 
threw his former master and friend 
Duke Biron ? " 

Anna now feared him whom she had 
chiefly to thank for her greatness. At 
the time when he had made her regent 
he had satisfactorily shown that his 
arm was sufliciently powerful to dis- 
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place one regent and bnrl him to the 
dnjst I What he had once done, might 
he not now be able to accomplish 
again? 

She surrounded this feared field-mar- 
shal with spies and listeners ; she caused 
aU his actions to be watched, every one 
of his. words to be repeated to her, in 
order to ascertain whether li had not 
some concealed senscj some threatening 
secret; she doubled the guards of her 
palace, aud, always trembling with fear, 
she no longer dared to occupy any one of 
her apartments continuously. ITomad- 
ically wandered they about in their own 
palace, this Eegent Anna Leopoldow- 
na and her husband Prince Ulrich of 
Brunswick ; remembering the sleeping- 
chamber of Biron, she dared not select 
any one distinct apartment for constant 
occupation; every evening found her 
in a new room, every night she re- 
posed in a different bed, and even her 
most trusted servant often knew not in 
which wing of the castle the princely 
pair were to pass the night.* 

She, before whom these millions of 
Russian subjects humbled themselves 
in the dust, trembled every night in 
her bed at the slightest rustling, at 
the whisperings of the wind, at every 
breath of air that beat against her closed 
and bolted doors. 

She might, it is true, have released 
herself from these torments with the 
utterance of only one word of com- 
mand ; it required only a wave of her 
hand to send this haughty and danger- 
ous Mtonich to Siberia I Kor was ati 
excuse for such a proceeding wanting. 
Count Munnich's pride and presump- 
* Levecque, vol. v., p. 818. 



tion daily gave occasion for anger ; he 
daily gave offence by his reckless disre- 
gard of and disrespect for his chief, the 
generalissimo, Prince Ulrich ; daily was 
it necessary to correct him and to con- 
fine him within his own proper official 
boundaries. 

And such refractory conduct toward 
a Eus8ian master, had it not in all times 
been a terrible and execrable crime — a 
crime for which banishment to Siberia 
had always been considered a mild pun- 
ishment? 

Poor Anna ! called to rule over Rus- 
, sia, she lacked only the first and most 
necessary qualification for her positiop 
— a Russian heart I There was, in this 
German woman's disposition, too mitich 
gentleness and mildness, too much con- 
fiding goodness. To a less barbarous 
people she might have been p, blessing, 
a merciful ruler and gracious benefac- 
tor! - 

But her arm was too weak to wield 
the knout instead of the sceptre over 
this people of slaves, her heart too soft 
to judge with inexorable severity ac- 
cording to the barbarous Russian laws 
which, never pardoning, always con- 
demn and flay. 

It was this which gradually estranged 
from her the hearts of the Russians. 
They felt that it was no Russian who 
reigned over them; and because they 
had no occasion to tremble and creep 
in the dust before her, they almost de- 
spised her, and derided the idyllic sen- 
timents of this good German princess 
who wished to realize her fantastic 
dreams by treating a horde of barba- 
rians as a civilized people I 

The slaves longed for their former 
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yoke ; they looked around them with a 
feeling of strangeness, and to them it 
seemed unnatural not everywhere to 
see the brandished knout, the avenging 
scaffold, and the transport-carriages de- 
parting for Siberia I 

Much as Ostermann importuned her, 
often as her own husband warned her, 
Anna nevertheless refused; she would 
not banish Field-Marshal MUnnich to 
Siberia, but remained firm in her deter- 
miuation to leave him in possession of 
his liberty and his dignities. 

But when Mtlnnich himself, excited 
and fatigued with these never-ending 
annoyances, and moreover believing 
that Anna could not do without him, 
and therefore would not grant his re- 
quest, finally demanded his dismission, 
Anna granted it with joy; and Mtln- 
nich, deceived in all his ambitious plans 
and expectations, angrily left the court 
to betake himself to his palace beyond 
the N"eva. 

Anna now breathed easier ; she now 
felt herself powerful and free, for Mtln- 
nich was at least removed farther from 
her ; his residence was no longer sepa- 
rated from hers only by a wall, she had 
no longer to fear his breaking through 
in the night — ah, Mtinnich dwelt be- 
yond the Ifeva, and a whole regiment 
guarded its banks and bridges by night 1 
Mfinnioh could no longer fall upon her 
by surprise, as she could have him al- 
ways watched. 

Anna no longer trembled with fear ; 
she could yield to her natural indolence, 
and if she sometimes, from fear of Mun- 
nich, troubled herself about state af- 
fairs and labored with her ministers, she 



now felt it to be an oppressive burden, 
to which she could no longer consent to 
subject herselfl 

Satiated and exhausted, she in some 
measure left the wielding of the sceptre 
to her first and confidential minister, 
Count Golopkin. He ruled in her name, 
as Oount Ostermann was generalissimo 
in the name of her husband the Prince 
of Brunswick. Why trouble themselves 
with the pains and cares of governing, 
when it was permitted them to only 
enjoy the pleasures of their all-powerful 
position ? 

The minister might flourish the knout 
and proclaim the Siberian banishment 
over the trembling people ; the scourged 
might howl, and the banished might la- 
ment, the great and powerful might 
dispose of the souls and bodies of their 
serfs ; rare honesty might be oppressed 
by consuming usury; oflSces, honors, 
and titles might be gambled for; jus- 
tice and punishment might be bought 
and sold; vice and immorality might 
universally prevail — Anna would not 
know it. She would neither see nor 
hear any thing of the outside world ! 
The palace is her world, in which she 
is happy, in which she revels ! 

Ah, that charming, silent little bou- 
doir, with its soft Turkish carpet, with 
its elastic divans and heavily curtained 
windows and doors — that little boudoir 
is now her paradise, the temple of her 
happiness I In it she lingers, and in it* 
is she blessed. There she reposes, 
dreaming of past delightful hours, or 
smiling with the intoxication of the still 
more delightful present in the arms of 
the one she loves. 
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CHAPTER VII. 



THE FAVOBriE. 



See how her eyes flash, how her heart 
beats — ^how beautiful she is in the warm 
glow of excitement, this beantifol Anna 
Leopoldowna! 

The door opens, and a smiling young 
maiden looks in with many a nod of 
her little head. 

"Ah, is it you, my Julia? " calls the 
princess, opening her arms to press the 
young girl to her heart. " Oome, I will, 
kiss you, and imagine it is he who re- 
ceives the kiss I Ah, what would this 
poor Anna Leopoldowna be if deprived 
of her dear friend, Julia von Meng- 
den ? " And, drawing her favorite 
down into her lap, she continued: 
"Now relate to me, Julia. Set your 
tongue in motion, that I may hear one 
of your very pleasantest stories. That 
will divert me, and cause the long hours 
before his coming to pass more quick- 
ly." 

Julia von Mengden roguishly shook 
her beautifully curling locks with a 
comic earnestness, and, very aptly and 
unmistakably imitating the somewhat 
hoarse and nasal voice of Prince Ulrich, 
said : 

" Your grace forgets that you are re- 
gent, and have to hold the reins of gov- 
ernment in the name of the illustrious 
imperial squaller, your son, since his 
imperial grace still remains in his 
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swaddling-clothes, and has much less to 
do with state affairs than with many 
other little occupations ! " 

Anna Leopoldowna, breaking out in 
joyous laughter, exultingly clapped her 
little hands, which were sparkling with 
brilliants. 

"This is superb," said she. "You 
play the part of my very worthy hus- 
band to perfection. It is as if one saw 
and heard him. • Ah, I would that he 
resembled you a little, as he would then 
be less insupportable, and it would be 
somewhat easier to endure him." 

Julia von Mengden, making no answer 
to this remark, continued with her nasal 
voice and comic pathos : 

" Your grace, this is not the time to 
analyze our diverting little domestic dis- 
sensions, and occupy ourselves with the 
quiet joys of our happy union I Your 
grace is, above all things, regent, and 
must give your attention to state affairs. 
Without are standing three most wor- 
thy, corpulent, tobacco-scented ambas- 
sadors, who desire an audience. Your 
grace is, above all things, regent^ and' 
must receive them." 

" Must I " exclaimed Anna, suddenly 
contracting her brows. " "We will first 
hear what they desire of us." 

" The first is the envoy of the great- 
Persian conqueror, Thamas-KouU-IOianj. 
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who comes to lay at your feet the mag- 
nificent presents of his master." 

" Bah I they are presents for the young 
Emperor Ivan. He may, therefore, he 
conducted to the cradle of my son, and 
there display his presents. It does not 
interest me." 

" The second is a messenger from our 
camp. He brings news of a great vic- 
tory obtained by one of your brave 
generals over the Swedes I " 

" But what does that concern me ? " 
angrily cried the regent. "Let them 
conquer or be defeated, it is all the 
same to me. That concerns my hus- 
band the generalissimo 1 Let me be 
spared the sight of the warlike and 
blood-dripping messenger I " 

" The third is the ambassador of the 
wavering and shaking young Austrian 
Empress Maria Theresa. He comes, he 
says, upon a secret mission, and pre- 
tends to have discovered" a sort of con- 
spiracy that is hatching against you. " 

" Let him go with his discovery to 
Golopkin, our minister of the interior. 
That is his business ! " 

"Your grace is, above all things, 
regent, and should remember — " 

"Nothing — I will remember noth- 
ing ! " exclaimed Anna Leopoldowna, 
interrupting her favorite. " I will not be 
annoyed, that is all." 

" Well, thank God ! " now cried Julia 
von Mengden, iij her natural tone — 
" thank God, that such is your determi- 
nation, princess ! you are then, in ear- 
nest, and I am to send these three 
amiable persons to the devil, or, what 
is just the same, to your husband ? " 

" That is my meaning." 
And this is beautiful in you," con- 
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tinned Julia, cowering down before her 
miatress> " These eternal, tiresome and 
intolerable state affairs would mate 
your face prematurely old and wrinkled, 
my dear princess. Ah, there is noth- 
ing more tedious than governing. I 
am heartily sick of it 1 At first I was 
amused when we two sat together and 
settled who should be sent to prison 
and who should be pardoned ; whom 
we should make counts and princes, or 
degrade to the ranks as common sol- 
diers. But all that pleased only for a 
short time; now it is annoying, and 
why should we take upon ourselves 
this trouble? Have we not the power 
to act and live according to our own 
good pleasure ? Bah ! that is the least 
compensation you should receive for 
allowing these horrid Russians the priv- 
ilege of calling you their regent and 
mistress ! " 

" But, my little chatterer, you forget 
the three envoys who are waiting with- 
out," said Anna, with a smile. 

" Ah, that is true I I must first send 
those wig-blocks away 1 " cried Julia, 
springing up and fluttering out of the 
room as lightly as a bird. 

" How lovely she is, and how agree- 
able it is to have her with me ! " said 
Anna, tenderly looking after her de- 
parting favorite. " She is, indeed, my 
good genius, who drives away the cares 
from my poor brain." 

" So, it is done ! " cried Julia, quickly 
returning to the room. "I have sent 
the gentlemen away. To the Persian 
envoy I said: *Go to our emperor, 
Ivan. He feeds upon brilliants, and, as 
he has had no breakfast this morning, 
his "appetite will be good. Go, there- 
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fore, and ^ve him your diamonds for 
breakfast. Anna Leopoldowna wants 
them not; she is akeady satiated with 
them I '—To the second I said : * Go and 
announce your glorious victory to our 
sublime generalissimo. He is at his 
toilet, and as he every morning touches 
his noble cheeks with rouge, your new 
paint, prepared from the purple blood 
of the enemy, will doubtless be very 
welcome to him I' — * And as to what con- 
cerns your secret mission and your dis- 
covered conspiracy,' said I to the Aus- 
trian ambassador, ' I am sorry that you 
cannot here give birth to the dear chil- 
dren of your inventive head; go with 
them to bur midwife, Minister Golop- 
-kih, and hasten a little, for I see in 
your face that you are already in the 
pangs of parturition I ' " 

"Well," asked Anna Leopoldowna, 
loudly laughing, " what said their wor- 
ships to that ? " 

"What did they say? They said 
nothing ! They were dumb and looked 
astonished. They made exactly such 
eyes as I have seen made at home, upon 
my father's estate in Liefland, by the 
calves when the butcher knocked them 
upon the head. But now," continued 
Julia, nestling again at the feet of her 
mistress, " now give me a token of your 
favor, and forget for a while that you 
are regent. Let us chat a little like a 
couple of real genuine women — that is, 
of our husbands and lovers. Oh, I 
have very important news for you I " 

"Well, speak quickly," said Anna, 
with eagerness. "What have you to 
tell me ? " 

Julia assumed a very serious and im- 
portant countenance. "The first and 



most important piece of n^ws is, that 
your husband, Prince Ulrich of Bruns- 
wick, is very jealous of me^ and yet of 
one other I " 

" Bah! " said Anna, contemptuously, 
"let him be jealous. I do not trouble 
myself about it, and shall always do as 
I please." 

" No, no, that will not do," seriously 
responded Julia. "It is so tiresome to 
always,liear the wrangling and growl- 
ing of a jealous husband ! I tell your 
grace that I must have quiet in his 
presence; I can no longer bear his 
grim looks and his constant anger and 
abuse. You must soothe him, Princess 
Anna, or I will run away from this hor- 
rible court, where a poor maiden is not 
allowed to love her Mend and mistress, 
the charming Princess Anna Leopol- 
downa, with all her heart and soul 1 " 

The regent's eyes filled with tears. 
"My Julia," she tremulously said, " can 
you seriously think of leaving me ? See 
you not that I should be thereby ren- 
dered very solitary and miserable ? " 

And, raising up her favorite into her 
arms, she kissed her. 

Julia's bright eyes also filled "with 
tears. " Think you, then, princess, that 
I could ever leave, ever be separated 
from you ? " she tenderly asked. " No, 
my Princess Anna has such entire pos- 
session of my heart, that it has no room 
for any other feeling than the most un- 
bounded love and devotion to my dear, 
my adored princess. But for the very 
reason that I love you, I cannot bear to 
have your husband fill the palace with 
his jealous complaints, and thus publish- 
ing to St. Petersburg and all the world 
your unfaithfulness and criminal in- 
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trigues. Oh, I tell you I see through 
this generalissimo, I know all his plans 
and secret designs. He would gladly 
be able to convict you of infidelity to 
him — ^then, with the help of the army 
he commands, declare his ciiminal 
wife unfit for the regency, and then 
make himself regent I He has a cun- 
ningly devised plan, but which my su- 
perior cunning shall bring to naught I T 
will play him a trick ! — But no, I will 
tell you no more now I At the right 
time you shall know all. Now, Prin- 
ncess Anna, now answer me one 
question. Do you, then, so very much 
love this Count Lynar ? " 

The princess looked up with a 
dreamy smile. " Do I love him ! " she 
then murmured low. " Oh, my God, 
Thou knowest how truly, how glow- 
ingly my heart clings to him. Thou 
knowest that of all the world I have 
never loved any other man than him 
alone! And you, Julia, you who 
know every emotion and palpitation of 
my heart, you yet ask me if I love him ? 
Do you remember, child, when, four 
years ago, I first saw him — ^when he stood 
before me in all his proud manly beauty, 
with his conquering glance, his heart- 
winning smile ? Ah, my whole heart 
already then flew to meet him. I rev- 
elled in the sight of him, I thought only 
of him, I spoke to him in my thoughts, 
and my prayers, I lived only when 
I saw him; and that happy, that 
never-to-be-forgotten day when he con- 
fessed his love, when he lay at my feet 
and swore eternal truth to me — ah, 
why could I not have died on that day? 
I was then so happy ! " 

"Poor Princess Anna," eaid Julia, 



sympathetically, "they soon grudged 
you that happiness I " 

" Yes," continued Anna with a bitter 
smile, " yes, the virtuous Empress Anna 
blushed in the arms of her lover, Biron, 
at this aberration of her sold and 
coupled niece. She found it very re- 
volting that the poor sixteen-year-old 
Anna Leopoldowna dared to have a 
heart of her own and to feel a real love. 
They must therefore rob her of the 
only happiness Heaven had vouchsafed 
her. Consequently, they wrote to 
"Warsaw, asking, nay, commanding the 
recall of the ambassador, and. Lynar 
was compelled to leave me." 

" Ah, I well know how unhappy you 
were at that time," said Julia, pressing 
the hand of the princess to her bosom; 
"how you wept, how you wrung your 
hands — " 

" And how I nowhere found mercy or 
commiseration," interposed Anna, with 
bitterness, " neither on earth nor in heav- 
en. I was and remained deserted and sol- 
itary, and was compelled to marry this 
Prince Ulrich of Brunswick, for whom 
I felt nothing but a chilling, mortal in- 
difference. But you must know, Julia, 
that when I stood with this man at the 
altar, and was compelled to become his 
wife, I thought only of him I loved ; I 
vowed eternal truth only to Lynar, and 
when the prince folded me in his arms 
as his wife, then was my God gracious 
to me, and in a happy deception it 
seemed to me that it was my lover who 
held me in his arms — I thought only of 
him and breathed only his name, and 
loved him, kissed him, and became his 
wife, although he was far, alas, so im- 
measurably far from me ! And when 
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I felt a second self under my heart, I 
then loved with redoubled wannth the 
distant one whom I had not seen for 
years; and when Ivan was born, it 
seemed to me that the eyes of my lover 
looked at me through his, and blessed 
my son whose spiritual father he was ! 
And, my child, what think you gave 
me the courage to overthrow Biron 
and assume the regency? Ah, it was 
only that I might have the power to 
recall Lynar to my side I I would and 
must be regent, that I might demand 
the return of Lynar as ambassador from 
"Warsaw. That gave me courage and 
decision ; that enabled me to overcome 
all timidity and anxiety. I thought 
only of him, and when the end was at- 
tained, when I was declared regent, the 
first exercise of my power was to recall 
Lynar to court. Julia, what a happy 
day was that when I saw him again I " 

And the princess, wholly absorbed 
in her delightM reminiscences, smiling- 
ly and silently reclined upon the cush- 
ions of the divan. 

" Ah, it must be love that so thinks 
and feels," thoughtfully observed Julia. 
"I no longer ask you, Princess Anna, 
if you love the count, I now know you 
do. But answer me yet one question. 
Have you confidence in me — ^fuU, unlim- 
ited confidence? Will yon never mis- 
take, never doubt me? " 

" !N"ever 1 " said Anna Leopoldowna, 
confidently. **And if all the world 
should tell me that Julia*"von Mengden 
is a traitress, I would nevertheless firm- 
ly rely upon you, and reply to the whole 
world: *That is false I Julia von 
Mengden is true and pure as gold. I 
shall always love her.' " 



Julia gratefully glanced up to the 
heavens, and her eyes filled with tears. 

"I thank you, princess," she then 
said, with a happy smile. " I now have 
courage for all. You shall now be en- 
abled to love your Lynar without fear 
or trembling, and your husband's cloud- 
ed brow and reproaching tongue shall 
molest us no more. Confide in me and 
ask no questions. It is all decided and 
arranged in my mind. But hark I do 
you hear nothing ? " 

Anna's face was transfused with a 
purple glow, and her eyes flashed. 

" It is my beloved," said she. " Yes, 
it is he. I know his step I " 

Julia smilingly opened the concealed 
door, and Count Lynar, with a cry of 
joy, rushed to the feet of his beloved. 

" At length I " he exclaimed, clasp- 
ing her feet, and pressing them to his 
bosom. 

" Yes, at length ! " murmured Anna, 
looking down upon him with a celestial 
smile. 

Julia stood at a distance, contemplat- 
ing them with thoughtful glances. 

"They should be happy," she mur- 
mured low, and then asked aloud; 
" Count Lynar, did you receive my let* 
ter ? " 

"I did receive it," said the count, 
" and may God reward yon for the sac- 
rifice yon are so generously disposed to 
make for us I Anna, your friend Julia 
is our good angel. To her we shall owe 
it if our happiness is henceforth inde- 
structible and indissoluble. Do you 
know the immense sacrifice this young 
maiden proposes to make for us? " 

" ISTo, Princess Anna knows nothing, 
and shall know nothing of it," said Ju- 
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lia, with a grand air. " Princeas Anna 
shall only know that I love her, and ara 
ready to give my life for her. And 
now," she continued, with her natural 
gayety, " forget me, ye happy lovers ! 
Lnll yourselves in the sweet enjoyment 
of nameless ecstasies I I go to watch 



the spies, and especially yonr husband, 
lest he break in upon you without no- 
tice I " 

And Julia suddenly left the room, 
shutting the door upon Anna Leopol- 
downa and her lover, the Polish Count 
Lynar. 
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CHAPTEE YIII. 



NO LOVE. 



Peinoe Ulrich of Brunswick, the 
husband of the regent, had assembled 
the officers of his general staff for a se- 
cret conference. Their dark, threaten- 
ing glances were prophetic of mischief, 
and angrily flashed the eyes of the 
prince, who, standing in their midst, 
had spoken to them in glowing words 
of his domestic unhappiness, and of the 
idle, dreamy, and amatory indolence 
intq which the regent had fallen. 

" She writes amorous complainings," 
he now said, with a voice of rage, in 
closing his long speech — "she writes 
sonnets to her lover, instead of govern- 
ing and reading the petitions, reports, 
and other documents that come to her 
from the different ministries and bu- 
reaus, which she constantly returns un- 
read. You are men, and are you willing 
to bear the humiliation of being gov- 
erned by a woman who dishonors you 
by disregarding her first and holiest du- 
ties, and setting before your wives and 
daughters the shameful example of a 



criminal love, thus disgracing her own 
sou, your emperor and master ? " 

" No, no, we will not bear it I " cried 
the wildly excited men, grasping the 
hilts of their swords. " Give us proof 
of her unfaithfiilness, and we shall 
know how to act as becomes men over 
whom an adulterous woman would 
reign ! " ^ 

" It is an unnaturql and unendurable 
law that commands man to obey a wo- 
man. It is contrary to nature that the 
mother should rule in the name of her 
son, when the father is living — the 
father, whom nature and universal cus-. 
tom acknowledge as the lord and head 
of his wife and children 1 " cried the 
prince. 

" Give us proof of her guilt," cried 
the soldiers, "and we will this very 
hour proclaim you regent in her 
stead ! " 

A confidential servant of the prince, 
who entered at this moment, now whis- 
pered a few words in his ear. 
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The prince's face flamed up. " Well, 
then, geutleraen," said he/straightening 
himself np, " you demand proof. In this 
very hour will I furnish it to you. But 
I do it upon one condition. Ko per- 
gonal violence I In the person of your 
present regent you must respect the 
mother of your emperor, the wife of 
your future regent 1 Anna will yield to 
our just representations, and voluntarily 
sign the att of ahdioation in my favor. 
That is all we ought to demand of her. 
She will retain her sacred and invio- 
lable rights as the wife of your regent, 
as the mother of your emperor. For- 
get not that I " 

" First of all, give us the proof of 
her guilt ! " impatiently cried the men. 

" I shall, alas, be able to give it 
youl" said the prince, with dignity. 
" Far be it from me to desire the con- 
viction^ of an innocent person I Believe 
me, nothing but her guilt could induce 
me to take action against her ; were she 
innocent, I would be the first to kneel 
and renew to her my oath of fidelity 
and obedience. But you cannot desire 
that I, your generalissimo, should be the 
subject of a wife who shamefully treads 
under foot her first and holiest duty I 
The honor of you all is wounded in 
mine. Come, follow me now. I will 
show you Count Lynar in the arms of 
his mistress, the Regent Anna Leopol- 
downa I " 

The prince strode forth, cautiously 
followed by his generals. They thus 
passed noiselessly through the long cor- 
ridor leading from the wing of the pal- 
ace inhabited by the prince to that oc- 
cupied by the regent. 

In the boudoir of the Regent Anna a 



somewhat singular scene was now pre- 
sented. 

The tender caresses of the lovers 
were suddenly interrupted by Julia von 
Mengden, who slipped in through the 
secret door in a white satin robe, and 
with a myrtle crown upon her head. 

" Princess Anna, it is time for you to 
know all 1 " she hurriedly said. " Your 
husband is now coming here through 
the corridor with his generals; they 
hope to surprise you in your lover's 
arms, that they may have an excuse for 
deposing you from the regency and 
substituting your husband. Struggle 
against struggle ! We will outwit them, 
and cure your husband of his jealousy ! 
From this hour he shall be compelled 
to acknowledge that he was mistaken, 
and that it is for him to implore your 
pardon. Anna Leopoldowna, I love no 
one in the world but you, and there- 
fore I am ready to do all that love can 
do for you. I will marry Count Lynar for 
the purpose of preserving you from sus- 
picion and slander. I will bear the 
name of his wife, as a screen for the 
concealment of your loves." * 

Anna's eyes overflowed with tears of 
emotion and transport. 

" Weep not, my love," whispered the 
count, "be strong and great in this 
eventful hour I ITow will you be for- 
ever mine, for this magnanimous friend 
veils and protects our union." 

Julia opened the door and waved her 
hand. 

A Russian pope in sacred vestments, 
followed by two other servants of the 
Church, entered the room. With them 

* Levecque, " Histoire de la Russio," vol. v., 
p. 222. 
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came the most trusted maid-servants of 
Jnlia. 

Clasping the count's hand and ad- 
vancing to Anna, Julia said: "Grant, 
illustrions princess, that we may cele- 
brate onr solemn espousal in thy high 
presence, which is the best blessing of 
onr union 1 " 

Anna opened wide her arms to her 
favorite, and, pressing her to her bosom, 
whispered: "I will never forget thee, 
my Julia. My blessing upon thee, my 
angel ! " 

"I will be a true sister to him," 
whispered Julia in return ; " always be- 
lieve in me and trust me. And now, 
my Anna, calmness and self-possession I 
I already hear your husband's approach. 
Be strong and great. Let no feature of 
your dear face betray your inward com- 
motion ! " 

And, stepping back to the count, 
Julia made a sign to the priest to com- 
mence the marriage ceremony. 

Hand in hand the bridal pair knelt 
before the priest, the servants folded 
their hands in ^ prayer, and, proudly 
erect, with a heavenly transfiguration 
of her noble face, stood Anna Leopol-? 
downa — the priest commenced the cere- 
mony. 

A slight noise was heard at the 
closed, concealed door. The priest 
calmly continued to speak, the bridal 
pair remained in their kneeling position, 
and, calmly smiling, stood the regent 
by their side. 

The door opened, and, followed by 
his generals, the enraged prince ap- 
peared upon the threshold. 

No one suffered himself to be dis- 
turbed; the priest continued the ser- 



vice, the parties remained upon their 
knees, and Anna Leopoldowna stood 
looMng on with a proud and tranquil 
smile. 

Motionless, benumbed, as if struck by 
lightning, remained the prince upon 
the threshold ; behind him were seen 
the astonished faces of his generals, 
who, on tiptoe, stretched their necks 
to gaze, over each other's shoulders, 
upon this singular and unexpected 
spectacle ! 

At length a murmur arose, they 
pressed farther forward toward the 
door, and, overcoming his momentary 
stupefaction, the prince ventured into 
the room. 

An angry glance of the priest com- 
manded silence ; with a louder voice he 
continued his prayer. Anna Leopol- 
downa smilingly beckoned her husband 
to her side, and slightly nodded to the 
generals. 

They bowed to the ground before 
their august mistress, the regent. 

Now came the closing prayer and 
the dispensation of the blessing. The 
priest pronounced it kneehng, — the 
regent also bent the knee, and drew the 
prince down beside her. Following the 
example of the generalissimo, the other 
generals also sank upon their knees, — 
it was a general prayer, which no one 
dared disturb. 

The ceremony was ended. The priest 
kissed and blessed the bridal pair, and 
then departed with his assistants; he 
was followed by the servants of the fa- 
vorite. 

Anna now turned with a proud smile 
to the prince. 

"Accident, my husband, has made 
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you a witness of this marriage," said 
she. " May I ask your highness what 
procures me this unexpected and some- 
what intrusive visit, and why my gen- 
erals, unannounced, accompany/ you to 
their regent and mistress ? " 

The emharrassed prince stammered 
some unintelligihle words, to which 
Anna paid no attention. 

Stepping forward,^ she motioned the 
generals to enter, and with her most 
fascinating smile said : " Ah, I think I 
now know the reason of your coming, 
gentlemen! Your loyal and faithful 
hearts yearn for a sight of your young 
emperor. It is true, his faithful suh- 
jects have not seen him for a long time ! 
Even, a sovereign is not guaranteed 
against the evil influences of the 
weather, which has lately heen very 
rough, and for that reason the young 
czar has been unable to show him- 
self to his people. Ah, it pleases me 
that you have come, and I am obliged to 
my husband for bringing you to me so 
unexpectedly. You may now satisfy 
yourselves that the emperor lives and is 
growing fast. Julia, bring us the young 
emperor ! " 

Julia von Mengden silently departed, 
while Count Lynar, respectfully ap- 
proaching the regent, said a few words 
to her in a low tone. 

"You are quite right, sir count," 
said the regent aloud, and, turning to 
her husband and the generals, con- 
tinued : " Count Lynar is in some trouble 
about the unexpected publicity given to 
his marriage. There are, however, im- 
portant reasons for keeping it still a se- 
cret. The family of my maid of honor 
are opposed to this alliance with a for- 



eigner, and insist that Julia shall marry 
another whom they have destined for 
her. On the other hand, certain family 
considerations render secrecy the duty 
of the count. Julia,, oppressed by her 
inexorable relations, disclosed the state 
of affairs to me, and as I love Ju- 
lia, and as I saw that she was wast- 
ing away with grief without the pos- 
session of her lover, I favored her con- 
nection with Count Lynar. They 
daily saw each other in my apartments, 
and, finally yielding to their united 
prayers, I consented that they should 
this day be legally united by the priest, 
and thus defeat the opposition of their 
respective families. 

"This, gentlemen," continued Anna, 
raising her voice, " is the simple explana- 
tion of this mystery. I owed this ex- 
planation to myself, well knowing that 
secret slander and malicious insinuations 
might seek to implicate me in this af- 
fair, and that a certain inimical and 
evil-disposed party, displeased that you 
should have a woman for regent, would 
be glad to prove to you that all women 
are weak, faulty, and sinful creatures I 
Be careful how you credit such miser- 
able tales I"" 

Silent, with downcast eyes, stood th« 
generals under the flashing glance of 
the regent, who now turned to her hus- 
band with a mocking smile. " Yon, my 
prince and husband," said she, " you I 
have to thank! — ^your tenderness of 
heart induced you generously to fur- 
nish me with this opportunity to justify* 
my conduct to my most distinguished 
and best-beloved subjects and servants, 
and thus to break the point of the 
weapon with which calumny threatened 
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my breast ! I therefore thank you, my 
husband. But seel there comes the 
emperor." 

In fact, the folding-doors were at this 
moment thrown open, and a long train 
of palace officials and servants ap- 
proached. At the head of the train was 
Julia von Mengden, bearing a velvet 
cushion bespangled with brilliants, upon 
which reposed the child in a dress of 
gold brocade. On both sides were seen 
the richly adorned nurses and attend- 
ants, and near them the m£gor-domo, 
bearing upon a golden cushion the impe- 
rial crown and other insignia of empire. 

Anna Leopoldowna took young Ivan 
in her arms ; the child smiled in her 
face, and stretched forth his hand tow- 
ard the sparkling crown. 

With her son upon her arm, Anna 
majestically advanced to the centre of 
the hall, and, lifting up the child, said : 
" Behold your emperor ! Respect and 
reverence for your illustrious master! 
Upon your knees in the presence of 
your emperor I " 

It was as if aU, servants, attendants, 
and generals, had been struck with a 
magic wand. They all fell upon their 
knees, and bowed their heads to the 
earth — venal slaves, one word from the 
ruler sufficed to set them all grovelling 
in the dust ! 

With a proud smile Anna enjoyed this 
triumph. Near her stood the prince, 
the father of the emperor, with rage 
and shame in his heart. 

^' Long live the emperor ! " resounded 
from all lips, and the child Ivan, Emper- 
or of all the Russias, screeched for joy 
at the noise and at the splendor of the 
assemblage. 



'* Long live our noble regent, Anna 
Leopoldowna ! " now loudly cried Julia 
von Mengden. 

Like a thundering cry of jubilation 
it was instantly echoed through the 
hall. 

The generals were the first to join in 
this enthusiastic viva / 

A quarter of an hour later the gen- 
erals were permitted to retire, and the 
emperor was reconveyed to his apart- 
ments. 

Anna Leopoldowna remsuned alone 
with her husband and the newly- mar- 
ried pair, who had retreated to the re- 
cess of a window and were whispering 
together. 

Anna now turned to her husband, 
and, with cutting coldness in her tone, 
said: 

" You must understand, my husband, 
that I am very generous. It was iii my 
power to arrest you as a traitor, but I 
preferred only to shame you, because 
you, unhappily, are the father of ray 
chad." 

" You think, then," asked the prince, 
with a scornful smile, " that I shaU take 
the buifoonery you have just had played 
before us for truth ? " 

" That, my prince, must whoUy de- 
pend upon your own good pleasure. 
But for the present I must request you 
to retire to your own apartments! I 
feel myself much moved and exhausted, . 
and have also to prepare some secret 
dispatches for Count Lynar to take with 
him in his journey." 

" Count Lynar is, then, to leave us? " 
quickly asked the prince, in an evidently 
more friendly tone. 

" Yes," said Anna, " he leaves us for 
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some weeks to visit the estate in Lief- 
land which I have given to Julia as a 
bridal present, and to make there the 
necessary preparations for the proper 
reception of his wife." 

Jnlia clasped the hands of her mis- 
tress, and bathed them with tears of 
joy and gratitude. 

"Anna," whispered Prince Ulrioh^ 
'' I did yon wrong. Pardon me." 

Anna coldly responded : " I wiU par- 
don you if you will be generous enough 
to allow me a little repose." 

The prince silently and respectfully 
withdrew. 

Anna finally, left alone with her lover 
and her favorite, sank exhausted upon a 
divan. 

" Close the doors, Julia, that no one 
may surprise us," she faintly murmtred. 
" I will take leave. Oh, I would be left 
for at least a quarter of an hour undis- 
turbed in my unhappiness." 

"Then it is true that you intend 
to drive me away? " asked Count Ly- 
nar, kneeling and clasping her hands. 
" You are determined to send me into 
banishment ? " 

Anna gave him a glance of tender- 
ness. 

"No," said she, "I will send myself 
into banishment, for I shall not see you, 
dearest. But I felt that this sacrifice 
was necessary. Julia has sacrificed her- 
self for us. With another love in her 
heart, she has magnanimously thrown 
away her freedom and given up her 
maiden love for the promotion of our 
happiness. We owe it to her to pre- 
serve her honor untarnished, that the 
calumnious crowd may not pry into the 
motives of her generous act. For Ju- 



lia's sake, the world must and shall be- 
lieve that she is in fact your wife, and 
that it was love that xmited you. We 
must, therefore, preserve appearances, 
and you must conduct your wife to 
your estate; in triumph. Decency re- 
quires it, and we cannot disregard 
its requirements." 

" Princess Anna is in the right," said 
Julia ; " you must absent yourself for 
a fey weeks — ^not for my sake, who lit- 
tle desire any such triumph, but that 
the world may believe the tale, and no 
longer suspect my princess." 

It was a sweetly painful hour — a fare- 
well so tearful, and yet so full of deeply- 
felt happiness. On that very night was 
the count to commence his journey to 
Liefland and Warsaw. As they wished 

» 

to make no secret of the marriage, the 
count needed the consent of his court 
and his family. 

Anna provided him with letters and 
passports. The best and fairest of the 
estates of the crown in Liefland was as- 
signed to Julia as a bridal present, and 
the count was furnished with the proper 
documents to enable him to take posses- 
sion of it.* 

And finally came the parting mo- 
ment ! For the last time they lay in each 
other's arms ; they mutually swore eter- 
nal love, unconquerable fidelity — aU that 
a loving couple could swear I 

Tearing himself from her embrace, he 
rushed to the door. 

Anna stretches out her arms toward 
him, her brow is pallid, her eyes fixed. 
The door opens, he turns for one last 
look, and nods a farewell. Ah, with 
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her last glance she would forever en- 
chain that noble and beautiful face — 
with her extended arms she would for- 
ever retain that m^'estic form. 
" Farewell, Anna, farewell I " 
The door closes behind him— he is 
gone I 



A cold shudder convulsed Anna's 
form, a bodeful fear took possession of 
her mind. It lay upon her heart like a 
dark mourning-veil. 

" I shall never, never see him again ! " 
she shrieked, sinking unconscious into 
Julia's arms. 



♦»•■ 



OHAPTEE IX. 



PRINCESS ELIZABETH. 



While a Mecklenburg princess had 
attained to the regency of Russia, and 
while her son was hailed as emperor, 
the Princess Elizabeth lived alone and 
unnoticed in her small and modestly- 
furnished palace. German princes sat 
upon the Russian throne, and yet in St. 
Petersburg was living the only rightful 
heir to the empire, the daughter of 
Czar Peter the Great ! And as she was 
young, beautiful, and amiable, how came 
she to be set aside to make room for a 
stranger upon the throne of her father, 
which belonged to her alone ? 

Princess Elizabeth had voluntarily 
kept aloof from all political intrigues 
and all revolutions. In the interior of 
her palace she passed happy days ; her 
world, her life, and her pleasures were 
there. Princess Elizabeth desired not 
to reign ; her only wish was to love and 
be loved. The intoxicating splendor of 
worldly greatness was not so inviting to 
her as the more intoxicating pleasure 
of blessed and happy love. She would. 



above all things, be a woman, and enjoy 
the full possession of her youth and hap- 
piness. 

"What cared she that her own right- 
ful throne was occupied by a stranger— 
what cared she for the blinding shim- 
mer of a crown ? Ah, it troubled her not 
that she was poor, and possessed not 
even the means of bestowing presents 
upon her favorites and friends. But 
she felt happy in her poverty, for she 
was free to love whom she would, to 
raise to herself whomsoever she might 
please. 

It was a festival day that they were 
celebrating in the humble palace of the 
emperor's daughter Elizabeth — certainly 
a festival day, for it was the name-day 
of the princess. 

The rooms were adorned witli fes- 
toons and garlands, and all her depend- 
ants and friends were gathered around 
her. Elizabeth saw not the limited 
number of this band ; she enjoyed her- 
self with those who were there, and la- 
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mented not the muoh greater number 
of those who had forgotten her. 

She was among her friends, in her 
little reception-room. Evening! had 
come, the household and the less trust- 
ed and favored of her adherents had 
withdi-awn, and only the most intimate, 
most favored friends now remained 
with the princess. 

They had conversed so long that they 
now recurred to the enjoyment of that 
always-ready, always-pleasing art, mu- 
sic. A young man sang to the accom- 
paniment of a guitar. 

Elizabeth listened, listlessly reclining 
upon her divan. Behind her stood two 
gentlemen, who, like her, were delight- 
edly listening to the singing of the 
youth. 

Elizabeth was a blooming, beautiful 
woman. She was to-day charming to 
the eye in the crimson-velvet robe, em- 
broidered with silver, that enveloped 
her ftdl, voluptuous form, leaving her 
neck and gorge free, and displaying the 
delicate whiteness of her skin in beauti- 
ful contrast with the purple of her robe. 
Perhaps a severe judge might not have 
pronounced her face handsome accord- 
ing to the rules of the antique, but it 
was one of those faces that please and 
bewitch the other sex ; one of those 
beauties whose charm consists not so 
much in the regularity of the lines as in 
the ever- varying expression. There was 
80 much that was winning, enticing, su- 
percilious, much-promising, and warm- 
glowing, in the face of this woman I 
The full, swelling, deep-red lips, how 
charming were they when she smiled ; 
those dark, sparkling eyes, how seducing 
were they when shaded by a soft veil 



of emotional enthusiasm ; those faintiy- 
blushing cheeks, that heaving bosom, 
that voluptuous form, yet resplendent 
with youthftil gayety — ^for Elizabeth had 
not yet req-ched her thirtieth year — 
whom would she not have animated, 
excited, transported? 

Elizabeth knew she was beautifol and 
attractive, and this was her pride and 
her joy. She could easily pardon the 
German princess, Anna Leopoldowna, 
for occupying the throne that was right- 
fully her own, but she would never have 
forgiven the regent had she been hand- 
somer than herself. Anna Leopoldow- 
na was the most powerful woman in 
Eussia^ but she, Elizabeth, was the hand- 
somest woman in Russia, which was aU 
she coveted, and she had nothing more 
to desire. 

But at this moment she thought nei- 
ther of Anna Leopoldowna nor of her 
own beauty, but only of the singer who 
was warbling to her those Russian pop- 
ular songs so frill of love and sadness 
that they bring tears into the eyes and 
fill the heart with yearning. 

Elizabeth had forgotten all around 
her — she heard only him, saw only him ; 
her whole soul lay in the glances with 
which she observed him, and around 
her mouth played one of those bewitch- 
ing smiles peculiar to her in moments 
of joy and satisfaction, and which her 
courtiers knew and observed. 

He was very handsome, this young 
siuger, and as Elizabeth saw him in this 
moment, she congratulated herself that 
her connoisseur-glance had quickly re- 
marked him, when, some weeks pre- 
viously, she had first seen him as the 
precentor of the imperial chapeL 
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Stirprised and excited by the beauty 
of Ms form and the sweetness of his 
voice, Elizabeth had begged him of the 
lord-marshal for her private service, 
and since then Alexis Razmnovsky had 
entered her honse as her private secre- 
tary and the manager of her small es- 
tate* 

While Alexis was singing with his 
sweetly-melting tones, Elizabeth turned 
her swimming eyes to the two men 
who were standing in respectM silence 
behind her. 

**You must acknowledge," said she 
in a low tone, and as if oppressed by 
internal commotion, "that yon never 
saw nor heard any thing finer than my 
Alexis." 

** Oh, yes," said one of these men, 
with a low bow, " we have seen you!'*'* 

" And did we not yesterday hear you 
sing this same charming slumber-song, 
princess ? " asked the other. 

Elizabeth smiled. " It is already well 
known that Woronzow and Grdnstein 
must always flatter! " said she. 

"No, we do not flatter," responded 
Woronzow, the chamberlain of the prin- 
cess, " we only love truth I You ask if 
we have ever seen any thing more 
beautiful than your private secretary, 
and we answer that we have seen 
you ! " 

"Well, now, yon have all so often 
assured me that I am the handsomest 
woman in Russia, that at length I am 
compelled to believe you. But Alexis 
is fortunately a man, and therefore not 
my rival ; you may, then, fearlessly con- 
fess that Alexis is the handsomest of all 
men? But how is this?" exclaimed 



* Masson, " M^moiree Secretes," vol. ii. 



the princess, intermpting herself as the 
handsome young singer suddenly sprang 
up and threw his guitar aside with an 
indignant movement ; " do yon sing no 
more, Alexis ? " 

" No," fro wardly responded the young 
man, " I sing no more, when my prin- 
cess no longer listens I " 

"There, see the nngratefol man," 
said the princess, with a charming 
smile — " he was occupying all my 
thoughts, and yet he dares complain! 
You are a malefactor deserving punish- 
ment. Come here to me, Alexis ; kneel, 
kiss my hand, and beg for pardon, yon 
calumniator I " 

"That is a punishment for which 
angels might be grateful I " responded 
Alexis Razumovsky, kneeling to the 
princess and pressing her hand to his 
burning lips. " Ah, that I might often- 
er incur such punishment I " 

" Do you then prefer punishment to 
reward?" asked Elizabeth, tenderly 
bending down to him and looking deep 
into his eyes. 

" She loves him 1 " whispered Grun- 
stein to the chamberlain Woronzow. 
" Sh« certainly loves him ! " 

Elizabeth^s fine ear caught these 
wordff, and, slowly turning her head, 
she slightly nodded, " Yes," said she, 
" Grunstein is right — she loves him ! 
Congratulate me, therefore, my friends, 
that the desert void in my heart is at 
length filled — congratulate me for lov- 
ing him. Ah, nothing is sweeter, holier, 
or more precious than love ; and I can 
tell you that we women are happy only 
when we are under the influence of that 
divine passion. Congratulate me, then, 
my friei^ds, for, thank God, I am in 
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lote I ITow, Alexia, what have you to 
say ? " 

" There are no words to express such 
a happiness," cried Alexis, pressing the 
feet of the princess to his bosom. 

" Happiness, then, strikes you dumb," 
laughed the princess, "and will not 
allow you to say that you love me? 
Such are all you men. You envelope 
yourselves with a convenient silence, 
and would make us poor women believe 
the superabundance of feeling deprives 
you of utterance." 

At this moment the door was softly 
opened, and a lackey, who made his 
appearance at the threshold, beckoned 
to Woronzow. 

" What is it, "Woronzow ? " asked the 
princess, while, wholly unembarrassed 
by the presence of the lackey, she 
played with the profuse dark locks of 
the kneeling Razumovsky. 

" An invitation froip the Regent Anna 
to a court-ball, which is to take place 
fourteen days hence," said "Woronzow. 

"Ah, our good cousin is, then, so 
gracious as to remember us," cried the 
princess, with a somewhat clouded 
brow. " It will certainly be a very mag- 
nificent festival, as we are invited so 
matiy days in advance. How sad that 
I cannot have the pleasure of being 
present 1 " 

" And why not, if one may be allowed 
to ask, princess ? " asked Woronzow. 

"Why?" sighed Elizabeth. "Ask 
my waiting-woman; she will tell you 
that the Princess Elizabeth, daughter 
of the great Czar Peter, has not one 
single robe splendid enough to render 
her presentable, without mortification, 
at a court-ball of the regent." 



"Whatever robe you may wear," 
passionately interposed Alexis, "you 
will still be resplendent, for your beauty 
will impart a divine halo to any dress I " 

That was precisely the kind of fiat- 
tery pleasing to Elizabeth. 

" Think you so, flatterer ? " asked 
Elizabeth. " Well, for once I will be- 
lieve your words, and assume that the 
Princess Elizabeth may be fair without 
the aid of splendor in dress. We there- 
fore accept the invitation, Woronzow. 
Announce that to the regent's messen- 
ger. But still it is sad and humiliat- 
ing," continued Elizabeth after a pause, 
a cloud passing over her usually so 
cheerful countenance, " yes, it is stiU a 
melancholy circumstance for the daugh- 
ter of the great Peter to be so poor that 
she is not able to dress herself suitably 
to her rank. Ah, how humiliating is 
the elevation of my high position, when 
I cannot even properly reward you, my 
friends, for your fidelity and attach- 
nuent I " 

" You wiU one day be able to reward 
us," significantly remarked Grtinstein. 
"One day, when an imperial crowai 
surmounts your fair brows, then will 
your generous heart be able to act ac- 
cording to its noble instincts." 

" Still the same old dreams ! " said 
Elizabeth, shaking her head and letting 
Razumovsky's long locks glide through 
her fingers. " Pay no attention to him, 
Alexis, lie is an enthusiast who dreams 
of imperial crowns, while I desire noth- 
ing but a ball-dress, that in it I may 
please you, my friend 1 " 

"Oh, you always please me," whis- 
pered Alexis, and most pleasing are you 
when — " 
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The conclusion of his flattering speech 
he whispered so low that it was heard 
by no one bnt the princess. 

Patting his cheek with her little 
round hand, she blushed, but not for 
shame, as she did not cast down her 
eyes, but answered with a glowing 
glance the tender looks of her lover. 
She blushed only from an internal pas- 
sionate excitement, while her bosom 
stormily rose and fell. 

" You are very saucy, Alexis,^' said 
she, but at the same time lightly kissing 
him upon the forehead, and smiling; 
but then her brow was suddenly cloud- 
ed, for the door was again opened and 
once more the lackey appeared upon the 
threshold. 

"The French ambassador," said he, 
" the Marquis de la Chetardie, begs the 
favor of an audience." 

"Ah, the good marquis I " cried the 
princess, rising from her reclining po- 
sition. "Conduct him in, he is very 
welcome." 

The lackey opened both wings of the 
folding-door, and the marquis entered, 
followed by several servants with boxes 
and packets. 

" Ah, you come very much like a 
milliner," laughingly exclaimed Eliza- 
abeth, graciously advancing to receive 
the ambassador. 

Dropping upon one knee, the marquis 
kissed her offered hand. 

"I come, illustrious Princess Eliza- 
beth, to beg a favor of you I " he said. 

" You wish to mortify me," responded 
Elizabeth. " How can the ambassador 
of a great and powerful nation have a 
fovor to ask of the poor, repudiated, and 
forgotten Princess Elizabeth ? " 



" In the name of the king my master 
come I to demand this favor I " solemnly 
answered the marquis. 

" "Well, if you really speak in earnest," 
said the princess, "then I have only 
to respond that it will make me very 
happy to comply with any request 
which your august king or yourself may 
have to make of me." 

" Then I may be allowed, on this occa- 
sion of the celebration of your name-day, 
to lay at your feet these trifling presents 
of my royal master," said the ambassa- 
dor of France, rising to take the boxes and 
packages from the lackeys and place 
them before Elizabeth. 

"They are only trifles," continued 
he, while assiduously occupied in open- 
ing the boxes, "trifles of little value- 
only interesting, perhaps, because they 
are novelties that have as yet been 
worn in Paris by no lady except the 
queen and madame ! " 

"This mantelet of Valenciennes 
lace," continued the busy marquis, nn- 
folding before the princess a ma^cally 
fine lace texture, " this mantelet is sent 
by the Queen of France to the illustri- 
ous Princess Elizabeth. Only two such 
mantelets have been made, and her ma;^ 
jesty has strictly commanded that no 
more of a similar pattern shall be com- 
menced. " 

Princess Elizabeth's eyes sparkled 
with delight. Like a curious child she 
fluttered from one box to the other, and 
in fact they were very costly, tasteful 
and charming things which their majes- 
ties of Fi'ance had sent to the Princess 
Elizabeth, who prized nothing higher 
than splendor in dress and ornaments. 

There were the most beautiful gold- 
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embroidered velvet robes, light crape 
and lace dresses, and hats and topknots 
of charming elegance. 

Elizabeth examined jpnd admired all ; 
she clapped her hands with delight 
when any one of these precious presents 
especiaUy pleased her, calling Alexis, 
Griinstein, and Woronzow to share her 
joy and admiration. 

"Now will it be a triumph for me to 
appear at this ball 1 " said Elizabeth, ex- 
nltingly ; " ah, how beautiful it is of 
your king that he has sent me these 
magnificent presents to-day, and not 
eight days later ! I shall excite the envy 
of the regent and all the court ladies 
with these charming things, which no 
one besides myself will possess." 

And the princess was constantly re- 
newing her examination of the presents, 
and breaking out into ecstasies over 
their beauty. 

The Marquis de la Ohetardie smil- 
ingly listened to her, told her much 
about Paris and its splendors, declar- 
ing that even in Paris there was no 
lady who could be compared to the fair 
Princess Elizabeth. * 

" Ah," remarked Elizabeth, smilingly 
threatening him with her finger, " you 
would speak di^erently if the queen or 
some other lady of your court were 
standing by my side 1" 

" No," seriously replied the marquis, 
" I would fall at the feet of my queen 
and say : ' You are my queen, judge me, 
condemn me, my life is in your hand. 
You are the Queen of France, and as 
such I bend before you ; but •Princiess 
Elizabeth is the queen of beauty, and as 
such I adore her I ' " 

Piincess Elizabeth smiled, and with 

4 



harmless unconstraint chatted yet along 
time with the shrewd and versatile am- 
bassador of the French king. 

"I have yet one more request to 
make," said the marquis, whien about to 
take leave. " But it is a request that 
no one but yourself must hear, prin- 
cess I " 

Elizabeth signed to her friends to 
withdraw into the open anteroom. 

" Well, marquis," she then said with 
some curiosity, "let me now hear what 
else you have to ask." 

"My king and master has learned 
with regret that the noble Princess 
Elizabeth is not surrounded with that 
wealth and splendor which is her due 
as the daughter of the great emperor 
and the rightful heir to the Russian 
throne. My king begs the favor of be- 
ing allowed to miake good the delin- 
quency toward you of the present Rus- 
sian regency, and that he may have the 
pleasure of providing you with the 
means necessary to enable you to estab- 
lish a court suitable to your birth and 
position. I am provided with suflScient 
funds for these purposes. You have only 
to send me by your physician in ordi- 
nary, Lestocq, a quittance signed by 
you, and any sum you may require will 
be immediately paid ! " * 

"Oh," said the princess, with emo- 
tion, " I shall never be able sufficiently 
to testify my gratitude to the generous 
King of France. I am a poor, insignifi- 
cant woman, who can thankfully accept 
but never requite his kindness." 

"TVho knows 1" said the marquis 
significantly, "you may one day be- 
come the most powerful woman in Eu- 

- - ■ - ■ 
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rope, for your birth and your destiny 
call you to the throne." 

"Oh, I know you are Lestocq's 
friend, and share his dreams," said the 
princess. " But let us not now speak of 
impossibilities, nor idly jest, while I am 
deeply touched by the generous friend- 
ship of your sovereign. That I accept 
his offer, may prove to him and you 
how much I love and respect him : for 
we willingly incur obligations only to 
those who are so highly estimated that 
we grateftdly subordinate ourselves to 
them. Write this to your king. " 

"And may I also w^te to him," 
asked the marquis, " that this conversa- 
tion will remain a secret, of which, 
above all things, the regent, Anna Leo- 
poldowna, is to know nothing ? " 

"My imperial word of honor," said 
the princess, "that no one except our- 
selves and Lestocq, whom you yourself 
propose as a medium, shall know any 
thing of this great generosity of your 
sovereign. God grant that a time may 
one day come when 1 may loudly and 
publicly acknowledge my great obliga- 
tions to him I " 

" That time will have come when you 
ai'e Empress of Russia I " said the am- 
bassador, taking his leave. 

" Already one more who has taken it 
into his head to make an empress of 
me," said the princess, as her three fa- 
vorites again entered. " Foolish people 
that you are1 It does not satisfy you to 
be the friend of a Princess Elizabeth, 
but I must become an empress for your 
fi£&es." 

"How well the diadem would become 
that proud pure brow ! " exclaimed 
Alexia, with animation. 



" How happy would this poor Rusffla 
be under your mild sceptre ! " said the 
chamberlain, Woronzow. 

" Yes, you owe it to all of us, to your- 
self and your people, to mount the throne 
of your fathers," said Grfln stein. 

"But if I say to you that I wiU not?" 
cried the princess, reclining again upon 
her divan. " The duties of an empress 
are very difficult and wearing. I loye 
quiet and enjoyment; and, moreover, 
this throne of my father, of which yon 
speak so pathetically, is already occu- 
pied, and awaits me not. See you not 
your sublime Emperor Ivan, whom the 
regent-mother is rocking in his cradle? 
That is your emperor, before whom yon 
•can bow, and leave me unmolested with 
your imperial crown. — Come, Alexis, sit 
down by me upon this tabouret. "We 
will take another look at these magnifi- 
cent presents. Ah 1 truly they are 
dearer to me than the possession of 
empire." 

"The Princess Elizabeth can thus 
speak only in jest ! " said an earnest 
voice behind them. 

" Ah, Lestocq I " cried the princess, 
with a friendly nod. " You come very 
late, my friend." 

" And yet too soon to bring you bad 
news I " said Lestocq, with a profound 
and respectful bow to the princess. 

"Bad news?" repeated Elizabeth, 
turning pale. " Mon JDieu, am T, then, 
one too many for them here ? Would 
they kill me, or send me in exile to Si- 
beria?" 

" Yet worse ! " laconically responded 
Lestocq. " But, first of all, let us be 
cautious, and take care that we have no 
listeners. And, crossing the room, Le- 
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stocq closed all the doors, and carefully 
looked behind the window curtains to 
make sure that no one was concealed 



there. " Now, princess," he commenced^ 
in a tone of solemnity, " now listen to 
what I have to say to you," 



X 
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CHAPTEE X. 



A OONSPIBAOT. 



A MOMENTAKT pausc foUowcd. Priu- 
cess Elizabeth silently motioned her 
friends to be seated, and drew her fa- 
vorite Alexis nearer to her. 

Lestocq, her physician and confidant, 
with a solemn countenance, took a place 
opposite her. 

"We are ready to hear your bad 
news," said the princess. 

"The regent, Anna Leopoldowna, 
will have herself crowned as empress," 
laconically responded Lestocq. 

Elizabeth looked at him interroga- 
tively and with curiosity for the con- 
tinuation of his bad news. But as Le- 
stocq remained silent, she asked with 
astonishment : "Is that all you have to 
tell us?" 

" Preliminarily, that is aU," answered 
Lestocq. 

Princess Elizabeth broke out with a 
joyous laugh. 

"Well, this is, in fact, very comic. 
With a real Job's mien you announce to 
us the worst news, and then inform us 
that Anna Leopoldowna is to be crowned 
empress I Let her be crowned! No 
one will interfere to prevent it, and she 
will be none the happier for it. No wo- 
man who has taken possession of the 



Russian throne as an independent prin- 
cess has ever yet been happy. Or do 
you think that Catharine, my lofty step- 
mother, was so ? Believe me, upon the 
throne she trembled with fear of assas- 
sins ; for it is weU known that this Rus- 
"Sian throne is surrounded by murderers, 
awaiting only the favorable moment, 
^h, whenever I have stood in front of 
this imperial throne, it has always 
seemed to me that I saw the points of a 
thousand daggers peeping forth from its 
soft cushions 1 And you would have me 
seat myself upon such a dagger-beset 
throne? No, no, leave me my peace 
and my repose. Let Anna Leopoldow- 
na declare herself empress — what should 
I care ? I should have to bend before 
her with my congratulations. That is 
all!" 

And the princess, letting her head 
glide upon Razumovsky's shoulder, as if 
exhausted by this long speech, closed 
her fatigued eyelids. 

" Ah, if Czar Peter, your great father, 
could hear you," sadly exclaimed Le- 
stocq, "he would spurn you for such 
pusillanimity, princess." 

"It is, therefore, fortunate for me 
that he is dead," said the princess, with 
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a smile. " And now, my dear Lestocq, 
if you know nothing further, let thi3 
suffice you : I tell you, once for all, that 
I have no desire for this imperial 
throne. I would crown my head with 
roses and myrtles, but not with that 
golden circle which would crush me to 
the earth. Therefore, trouble mo no 
more on this subject. Be content with 
what I am, and if you cannot, well — 
then must I be reconciled to being aban- 
doned by you ! " 

" I will never desert you, even if I 
must follow you to suffering and 
death ! " exclaimed Alexis Razumov- 
sky, casting himself at the feet of the 
princess. 

" "We will remain true and faithful to 
you unto death ! " cried "Woronzow and 
Grunstein. 

" Well, and you alone remain silent, 
Lestocq ? " asked the princess, with tears 
in her eyes. 

" I have not yet come to the end of 
my bad news," said Lestocq, with a 
clouded brow. 

" Ah ! " jestingly interposed the prin- 
cess, " you would, perhaps, as further 
bad news, inform us that the Emperor 
Ivan has cut his first tooth I " 

" ITo," said Lestocq, " I would only 
say to you, that the 18th of Decem- 
ber, the day on which the regent is to 
be crowned as empress, the 18th of 
December is the day assigned for the 
marriage of the Princess Elizabeth with 
Prince Louis of Brunswick, the new 
Duke of Oourland I " 

The princess sprang up from her seat 
as if stung by an adder. Alexis Razu- 
movsky, who still knelt at her. feet, ut- 
tered loud lamentations, in which Wo- 



ronzow and Griinstein soon joined. With 
calm triumph Lestocq observed the ef- 
fect produced by his words. 

"What are you saying there?" at 
length Elizabeth breathlessly asked. 

"I say that on the 18th of December 
the Princess Elizabeth is to be married 
to Prince Louis of Brunswick, who h&s 
already come to St. Petersburg for that 
purpose," calmly answered Lestocq. 

" And I say," cried the princess, " that 
no such marriage will ever take place I " 

Lestocq shrugged his shoulders. 
"Princess Elizabeth is a gentle, peace- 
loving, always suffering lamb," he said. 

" But Princess Elizabeth can become 
a tigress when it concerns the defence 
of her holiest rights I " exclaimed the 
princess, pacing the room in violent ex- 
citement. 

"Ah," she continued, "they are not 
then satisfied with delivering me over 
to poverty and abandonment ; it does 
not suffice them to see me so deeply hu- 
miliated as to receive alms from this re- 
gent who occupies the throne that be- 
longs to me. They would rob me of 
my last and only remaining blessing, my 
personal fi'eedomi They would make 
my poor heart a prisoner, and bind it 
with the chains and fetters of a mar- 
riage which I abhor I No, no, I teU 
you that shall they never do." 

And the princess, quite beside her- 
self with rage, stamped her feet and 
doubled up her little hands into fists. 
Now was she her father's real and not un- 
worthy daughter ; Czar Peter's bold and 
savage spirit flashed from her eyes, his 
scorn and courageous determination 
spoke from her wildly excited features. 
She saw not, she heard not what was 
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passing around her; she was wholly oc- 
cupied with her own angry thoughts, 
and with those dreadful images which 
the mere idea of marriage had coigured 
up. 

Her four favorites stood together at 
some distance, observing her with silent 
sympathy. 

" It is now for you, Alexis Eazumov- 
sky, to complete the work we have be- 
gun,'' whispered Lestocq to him. *' Eliz- 
abeth loves you ; you must nourish in 
her this abhorrence of a marriage with 
the prince. You must make yourself 
so loved, that she will dare all rather 
than lose you I We have long enough 
remained in a state of abjectness ; it is 
time to labor for our advancement. To 
the work, to the work, Alexis Razu- 
movsky I We must make an empress 
of this Elizabeth, that she may raise us 
to wealth and dignities! " 

" Rely upon me," whispered Alexis, 
" she must and shall join in our plans. " 

He approached the princess, who was 
walking the room in a state of the most 
violent agitation, giving vent to her 
internal excitement and anger in loud 
exclamations and bitter curses. 

" I must therefore die I " sighed 
Alexis, pressing Elizabeth's trembling 
hand to his lips. " Kill me, princess, 
thrust a dagger in my heart, that I at 
least may not live to see you mamed to 
another I " 

" No, you shall not die," cried Eliza- 
beth, with fierce vehemence, throwing 
her arms around Razumovsky's neck. 
"I will know how to defend you 
and myself, Alexis I Ah, they would 
shackle me, — they would force me to 
marry, because they know I hate mar- < 



riage. Yes, I hate those unnatural fet- 
ters which would command my heart, 
force it into obedience to an unnatural 
law, and degrade divine free love, which 
w^ould flutter from flower to flower, into 
a necessity and a duty. It is an unnat- 
ural law which would compel us forever 
to love a man because he pleased us yes- 
terday or may please us to-day, and who 
perhaps may not please us to-morrow, 
while on the next day he may excite 
only repugnance I Would they forge 
these matrimonial chains for me? Ah, 
Regent Anna, you are this time mistak- 
en ; you may be all-powerful in this 
empire, but you cannot and shall not 
extend that power over me I " 

"And how," asked Lestocq, shrug- 
gmg his shoulders, "^how will Princess 
Elizabeth oppose the regent or empress ? 
What weapon has she with which to 
contend ? " 

" If it must be so, I will oppose 
power to power I " passionately ex- 
claimed the princess. " Yes, when it 
comes to the defence of my freedom 
and my personal rights I will then 
have the courage to dare all, defy all ; 
then will I shake off the lethargy of 
contented mediocrity, and upon the 
throne will flnd that freedom which 
Anna would tread under foot I " 

" Long live our future empress I Long 
live Elizabeth I " cried the men with 
wild excitement. 

"I have long withstood you, ray 
friends," said Elizabeth, "I have not 
coveted this imperial Russian crown, 
but much less have I desired that 
crown of thorns a compulsory marriage. 
I am now ready for the struggle, and, if 
it must be so, let a revolution, let 
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streams of blood decide whether the 
Kegent Anna Leopoldowna or the 
daughter of Peter the Great has the 
best right to govern this land and pre- 
scribe its laws ! " 

"Ah, now are you really your great 
father's great daughter I " cried Lestocq, 
and bending a knee before the princess, 
he continued : " Let me be the first to 
pay you homage, the first to swear eter- 
nal fidelity to you, our Empress Eliza- 
beth." 

"Keceive also my oath, Empress 
Elizabeth," said Alexis, falling upon his 
knees before her, " receive the oaths of 
your slaves who desire nothing but to 
devote their bodies and souls to your 
service I " 

"Let me, also, do homage to you. 
Empress Elizabeth ? " exclaimed Woron- 
zow, falling to the earth. 

" And I, too, will lie at your feet and 
declare myself your slave. Empress 
Elizabeth 1 " said Grunstein, kneeling 
with the others. 

But Elizabeth's anger was already 
past; only a momentary storm- wind 
had lashed her gently flowing blood 
into the high foaming waves of rage ; 
now all was again calm within her, and 
consequently this solemn homage scene 
of her four kneeling friends made only 
a comic impression upon her. 

She burst into a loud laugh ; aston- 
ished and half angry, the kneeling men 
looked up to her, and that only in- 
creased her hilarity. 

"Ah, this is infinitely «,musing," said 
the princess, continning to laugh ; " there 
lie my vassals, and what vassals I Herr 
Lestocq, a physician ; Herr GrUnstein, 
a bankrupt shopkeeper and now under- 



officer ; Herr Woronzo w, chamberlain ; 
and Alexis Razmnovsky, my private 
secretary. And here am I, the empress 
of such vassals, and what sort of an 
empress ? An empress of four subjects, 
an empress withont a throne and with- 
out a crown, without land and without 
a people — ^an empress who never was 
and never will be an empress I And 
in this solemn buffoonery you cut such 
serious faces as might make one die 
with laughter." 

The princess threw herself upon the 
divan and laughed until the tears ran 
down her cheeks. 

"Princess," said Lestocq, rising, 
" these four men, at whom you now 
laugh, will make you empress, and then 
it will be in your power to convert this 
chimrgeon into a privy councillor and 
court physician, this bankrupt merchant 
into a rich banker, this chamberlain 
into an imperial lord-marshal, and your 
private secretary into a count or prince 
of the empire." 

The eyes of the princess shone yet 
brighter, and with a tender glance at 
Alexis Razumovsky she said : " Yes, I 
will make him a prince and overload 
him with presents and honors. Ah, 
that is an object worth the pains of 
struggling for an imperial crown." 

" No, no," interposed Alexis, kissing 
her hand, "I need neither wealth nor 
titles; I need nothing, desire nothing 
but to be near you, to be able to breathe 
the air that has fanned your cheek. I 
desire nothing for myself, but every 
thing for my friends here, with whose 
faithful aid we shall soon be enabled to 
greet you a real empress." 

Elizabeth's brow beamed with the 
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purest blessedness. "You are as un- 
selfish as the angels in heaven, mj 
Alexis," said she. " It suffices you that 
I am Elizabeth, you languish not for 
this, imperial title which these others 
would force upon me." 

Alexis smilingly shook bis fine head. 
" You err, princess," said he ; "I would 
freely and joyfully give my heart's 
blood, could I this day but salute you 
as empress! I should then, at least, 
have no more to fear from this strange 
prince whom they would compel you 
to marry ! " 

A cloud passed over the brow of the 
princess. "Yes, you are right," said 
she, " we must avoid that at all events, 
and if there are no other means, very 
well, I shall know what to decide upon 
— I shall venture an attempt to dethrone 
the regent and make myself empress ! 
But, my friends, let that now suffice. I 
need rest. Call my women to undress 
me, Woronzow. Good-night, good- 
night, my high and lofty vassals, your 
great and powerful empress allows you 
to kiss her hand ! " 

With a pleasing graciousness she ex- 
tended her fair hands to her friends, 
who respectfully pressed them to their 
lips and then departed. 

" Alexis f" called the princess, as 
Kazumovsky was about to withdraw 
with the others — " Alexis, you will re- 
main awhile. While my women are 
undressing me, you shall sing me to 
sleep with that charming slumber-song 
you sing so splendidly 1 " 

Alexis smiled and remained. 

A quarter of an hour later deep si- 
lence prevailed in the dark palace of 
Elizabeth, and through the stillness of 



the night was heard only the sweetly- 
melodious voice of the handsome Alexis, 
who was singing his slxmiber-song to 
the princess. 

From this day forward her four 
trusted friends left the princess no 
peace. They so stormed her with pray- 
ers and supplications, Alexis so well 
knew how to represent his despair at 
her approaching and unavoidable mar- 
riage, that the amiable princess, to sat- 
isfy her friends and be left herself at 
peace, declared herself ready to sanction 
the plans of her confidants and enter 
into a conspiracy against the regent. 

Soon a small party was formed for 
the cause of the princess. GF&nstein — 
who, as the princess had said, from a 
bankrupt merchant had attained the 
position of subordinate officer — Grftn- 
stein had succeeded in winning for the 
cause of the princess some .fifty grena- 
diers of the Preobrajensky re^ment, to 
which he belonged ; and these people, 
drunkards and dissolute fellows, were 
the principal props upon which Eliza- 
beth's throne was to be established! 
They were neither particular about the 
means resorted to for the accomplish- 
ment of the proposed revolution, nor 
careful to envelop their movements ii;i 
secrecy. 

Elizabeth soon began to find pleasure 
and distraction in exciting the enthu- 
siasm of the soldiers. She often re- 
paired to the caserns of the guards, and 
her mildness and affability won for her 
the hearts of the rough soldiers accus- 
tomed to slavish subjection. When she 
rode through the streets, it was not an 
unusual occurrence to see common 
soldiers approach her sledge and con- 
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verse famUiarly with her. Wherever 
she showed herself, there the soldiers 
received her with shoats, and the pal- 
ace of the princess was always open to 
them. In this waj Elizabeth made 
herself popnlar, and the Eegent Anna, 
who was informed of it, smiled at it 
with indifference. 

Just as incautionslj did Elizabeth's 
fanatical political manager, Lestocq, set 
about his work. He made no secret of 
his intercourse with the French ambas- 
sador, and in the public coffee-houses 



he was often heard in a loud voice 
to prophesy an approaching poHtical 
change. 

But with regard to all these impru- 
dences it seemed as if the court and 
the regent were blinded by the most 
careless confidence, as if they could not 
see what was directly before their eyes. 
It was as if destiny covered those eyes 
with a veil, that they might not see, and 
against destiny even the great and 
the powerful of the earth struggle in 
vain. 



■♦♦♦■ 



CHAPTEE XI. 



THE WAENING. 



The 4th of December, the day of the 
court-ball, to which Elizabeth had looked 
forward with a longing heart because 
of her anxiety to display at court her 
new Parisian dresses, at length had 
come. A most active movement pre- 
vailed in the palace of the regent. The 
lord-marshal and the chamberlains on 
service passed up and down through the 
rooms, overlooking with sharp eyes the 
various ornaments, festoons, garlands, 
and draperies, to make sure that all 
was splendid, and tasteful, and magnifi- 
cent. 

Anna Leopoldowna troubled herself 
very little about these busy movements 
in her palace. She was in her boudoir, 
delightedly reading a letter from her dis* 



under Julia's address. She had already 
read this letter several times, but ever 
recommenced it, and ever found some 
new word," some new phrase that proved 
to her the glowing love of her absent 
friend. 

" Ah, he still loves me," murmured 
she, pressing the letter to her lips ; " he 
really loves me, and this short separa- 
tion will not estrange his heart, but 
cause it to glow with warmer passion I 
Oh, what a happiness will it be when 
he again returns I And he will return ! 
Yes, he will be with me again on the 
18th of December, and, animated by his 
glances, I shall for the first time appear 
in all the splendor of an imperial crown. 
Ah, they have no presentiment, my 



taut lover, which had just been received | councillors and ministers, that I have 
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selected the 18th of December for the 
ceremony precisely because it is the 
birthday of my beloved I He will 
know it, he will understand why his 
Anna has chosen this particular day, 
and he wiU thank me with one of those 
proud and glowing glances which al- 
ways make my heart tremulous with 
overpowering happiness. Oh, myLy- 
nar, what a blessed moment will be 
that when I see you again ! " 

A slight knock at the door, interrupt- 
ed the ima^nings of the princess. It 
was Julia von Mengden, who came to 
announce the old Count Ostermann. 

** And is it for him that you disturb 
my delightful solitude ? " asked the prin- 
cess, somewhat reproachfully. "Is this 
Count Ostermann, is this whole miser- 
able realm of so much importance to 
me as the sweet contemplation of a let- 
ter from my friend ? When I am read- 
ing his letter it seems to me that my 
beloved himself is at my side, and 
therefore you must clearly see that I 
cannot receive Count Ostermann, as Ly- 
nar is with me I " 

"Put your letter and your lover in 
your bosom," said Julia, with a laugh ; 
"he will be very happy there, and then 
you can receive the old count without 
betraying your lover's presence I The 
count has so pressingly begged for an 
audience that I finally promised to in- 
tercede with you for him." 

"Ah, this, eternal business 1 " angrily 
exclaimed the princess. "They will 
never let me have any peace ; they ha- 
rass me the whole day. Even now, 
when it is time to be making my toilet 
for the ball— even now I must be tor- 
mented with affairs of state." 



" Shall I, then, send away Count Os- 
termann ? " sulkily asked Julia. 

"That I may, consequently, for the 
whole evening see you with a dissatis- 
fied face ? Ko, let him come ; but for- 
get not that I submit to this annoyance 
only to please you." 

With a grateful smile, Julia kissed the 
regent's hand, and then hastened to 
bear to Count Ostermann the favorable 
answer. 

In a few minutes. Count Ostermann, 
painfully supporting himself upon two 
crutches, entered the regent's cabinet. 

Anna Leopoldowna received him, 
sitting in an arm-chair, and listlessly 
rummaging in a band-box filled with 
various articles of dress and embroid- 
ery, which had just been brought to 
her. 

" Well," said she, raising her eyes for 
a moment to glance at Ostermann, 
"you come at a very inconvenient hour, 
Herr Minister Count Ostermann. You 
see that I am already occupied with my 
toilet, and am endeavoring to find a 
suitable head-dress. Will you aid me 
in the choice, sir count? " 

Ostermann had until now, painfully 
and with many suppressed groans, sus- 
tained himself upon his feet ; at a silent 
nod from the princess he glided down 
into a chair, and staring at Anna with 
his piercing and wonderfully-fiashing 
eyes, he said : 

" Your highness would select a head- 
dress ? Well, as you ask my advice in 
the matter, I will give it; choose a 
head-dress so firm and solid as to prove 
a fortification for the defence of your 
head. Choose a head-dress that will 
protect you agamst conspiracies and 
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revolntions, against false friends and 
smiling enemies ! Choose a Lead-dress 
that will keep your head npon your 
shoulders 1 " 

"Count Ostermann speaks in rid- 
dles,^' said Anna, smiling, and at the 
same time arranging a wreath of artifi- 
cial roses. " Or no, it was not Count 
Ostermann, but a toad singing his 
hoarse song. Drive away that toad, 
Ostermann, it is broad day — why, then, 
have we the croaking of such night- 
birds?" 

"Listen to the croaking of this toad," 
anxiously responded the old man. " Be- 
lieve me, princess, when the toads 
croak in broad daylight, it betokens an 
approaching misfortune. Let it warn 
you, Madame Eegent Anna ! You have 
called me a toad — very well, toads al- 
ways have correctly prophesied misfor- 
tune, and if they can never avert it, it 
is because overwise people will not lis- 
ten to such oracular voices of all- wise 
IJaturel Let me be your toad, your 
highness, and listen to me I I foresee 
misfortune for you. Believe my proph- 
ecy, and that misfortune may yet be 
averted. Mark the signs by which fate 
would warn you I Did you not yester- 
day see Elizabeth driving through the 
streets, chatting and jesting with the 
soldiers, who crowded around her 
sledge? Have you not heard how the 
grenadiers of the Preobrsgensky regi- 
ment shouted after her ? Has it not 
been told you thaf Lestocq holds secret 
intercourse with the French ambassa- 
dor, and know you not that Lestocq is 
the confidential servant of the princess ? 
Guard yourself against Princess Eliza- 
beth, your highness ! " 



"Are you in earnest?" smilingly 
asked Anna, drawing her silver toilet- 
glass nearer to her person, and placing 
a bouquet of flowers in her hair to ex- 
amine its effect in the glass. 

" Oh, Heavens! " cried Count Oster- 
mann, " you adorn yourself with flow- 
ers, while I am telling you that you are 
threatened with a conspiracy 1 " 

" A conspiracy I " laughed the regent, 
"and Princess Elizabeth to be at the 
head of it ! Believe me, you overwise 
men, with all your wisdom, never learn 
rightly to understand women. I, how- 
ever, am a woman, and I understand 
Elizabeth. You think that when she 
kindly chats with the soldiers, and ad- 
mits the handsome stately grenadiers 
into her house, it is done for the pur- 
pose of conspiring with them. Go to. 
Count Ostermann, you are very inno- 
cent. Princess Elizabeth has but one 
passion, but it is not the desire of rul- 
ing ; and when she chats with hand- 
some men, she speaks not of conspira- 
cy, believe me." And, laughing, the 
regent essayed a new head-dress. 

" And how do you explain the secret 
meetings of Lestocq and the Marquis 
de la Chetardie?" asked Ostermann, 
with painfully-suppressed agitation. 

"Explain? Why should I seek an 
explanation for things that do not at all 
interest me ? What is it to me what 
the surgeon Lestocq has to do with the 
constantly-ailing French ambassador? 
Or do you think I should trouble my- 
self about the la/vements administered to 
an ambassador by a surgeon ? " 

" Well, then, your highness will allow 
me to explain their meetings from a less 
medical point of view ? France is your 
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enemj, France meditates your destruc- 
tion, and the Marquis de la Ohetardieis 
exciting the princess and Lestocq to an 
insurrection 1 " 

" And to what end, if I may be al- 
lowed to ask?" scornfully inquired 
Anna. 

" France, struggling with internal and 
foreign enemies, at war with Austria, 
involved in disputes with Holland and 
Spain, France would wish at any price 
to see the Russian government so occu- 
pied with her own domestic difficulties 
as to have no time to devote to interna- 
tional affairs. She would provide you 
with plenty of occupation at home, 
that you may not actively interfere with 
the affairs of the rest of the world. 
That is the shrewd policy of France, 
and it would fill me with admiration 
were it not fraught with the most ter- 
rible danger to us. The Marquis de la 
Ohetardie has it in charge to bring 
about a revolution here at any price, and 
as an expert diplomatist, he very well 
comprehends that Princess Elizabeth is 
the best means he can employ for that 
purpose; for she, as the daughter of 
Czar Peter, has the sympathies of the 
old Russians in her favor, and they will 
flock to her with shouts of joy whenever 
she may announce to the people that shev 
is ready to drive the foreign rulers from 
Russia I " 

" Ah, our good Russians," laughingly 
exclaimed the regent, " they shout only 
for those who make them drunk, and 
for that the poor princess lacks the 
means I " 

^^ The Marquis de la Ohetardie has, in 
the name of his king, offered her an un- 
limited credit, and she is already pro- 



vided with almost a million of silver 
rubles." 

" You have a reason for every thing," 
laughed the regent. " The princess is 
poor ; let the French ambassador quick- 
ly provide her with his millions. The 
good princess, I wish she had these mil- 
lions, and then slie could indulge her 
love of ornaments and magnificent 
dresses." 

" The marquis has brought her rich 
dresses and stuffs from Paris," said Os- 
termann, laconically. 

The regent burst into a clear, ringing 
laugh. 

" The marquis is a real dens ex ma- 
ehina,^'* exclaimed she. " Wherever you 
need him, he appears and helps you out 
of your trouble. But seriously, my dear 
count, let it now suffice with these 
gloomy suspicions. They are already 
commencing the dance-music, and you 
will put me out of tune with your 
croaking. A baU, my dear count, re- 
quires that one should be in and not 
out of tune, and you are pursuing the 
best course to frighten the smiles from 
my lips." 

" Oh, could I but do that I " cried Os- 
termann, wringing his hands—" could I 
but cry in your ear with a voice of 
thunder: * Princess, awake from this 
slumber of indifference, force yourself 
to act, save your son, your husband, 
your friends; for we are all, all lost 
with you 1 ' " 

" Oh, speaking of my son," smilingly 
interposed the regent, " you must see a 
splendid present which the Emperor 
Ivan has this day received." 

With this she took from a cartoon a 
small child's dress, embroidered with 
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gold and sparkling witli brilliants, wbicli 
she handed to the count.* 

" Only look at this splendor," said 
she. " The ladies of Moscow have em- 
broidered this for the young emperor, 
and it has to-day been presented by a 
deputation. Will not the little emperor 
make a magnificent appearance in this 
brilliant dress ? " 

Count Ostermann did not answer im- 
mediately. His face had assumed a very 
painful expression, and deep sighs es- 
caped his agitated breast. Slowly rising 
from his seat, with a sad glance at the 
princess, he said : 

** I see that your destruction is inev- 
itable, and I cannot save you ; you will 
be ruined, and we all with you. Well, I 
am an old man, and I pardon your high- 
ness, for you act not thus from an evil 
disposition, but because you have a no- 
ble and confiding heart. Believe me, 
generosity and confidence are the worst 
failings with which a man can be taint- 
ed in this world^faOings which always 
insure destruction, and have only mock- 
ery and derision for an epitaph. You 

* Leyecqne, vol. v., p^ 225. 



are no longer to be helped, duchess. 
You are on the borders of an abyss, into 
which you will smilingly plunge, drag- 
gingf us all after you. Well, peace be 
with you! My sufferings have lately 
been so great, that I can only thank yon 
for furnishing me with the means of 
quickly ending them ! Madame, we shall 
meet again on the scaffold, or in Sibe- 
ria I Until then, farewell 1 " 

And, without waiting for am answer 
from the regent, the old man, groaning, 
tottered out of the room. 

*^ Thank Heaven that he is gone!" 
said Anna, drawing a long breath when 
the door closed behind him. " This old 
ghost-seer has tormented me for months 
with his strange vagaries, which weigh 
upon his soul like the nightmare! 
Happily, thy letter, my beloved, has 
filled my whole heart with the ecstasy 
of joy, else would his dark and foolish 
prophecies be sufi&cient to sadden me.'^ 

Thus speaking, the princess again 
drew Count Lynar's letter from her 
bosom and pressed it to her lips. Then 
she called her women to dress her for 
the ball. 
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THE COURT BALL. 



SoMB hours later the elite of the 
higher Russian nobility were assembled 
in the magnifioent halls of the regent. 
Princes and counts, generals and diplo- 
matists, beautiful women and blooming 
maidens, all moved in a confused inter- 
mixture, jesting and laughing with each 
other. They were all very gay on this 
evening, as the regent had herself set 
the example. With the most uncon- 
strained cheerfulness, radiant with joy, 
did she wander through the rooms, dis- 
pensiug smiles and agreeable words 
among all whom she approached. She 
bore in her bosom the glowing and cher- 
ished letter of her lover, and at its light- 
est rustling she seemed to feel the im- 
mediate presence of the writer. That 
was the secret of her gayety and her 
joyous smiles. People, perhaps, knew 
not this secret, but they saw its effects, 
and, as the all-powerful regent deigned 
this day to be cheerful and smiling, it 
*was natural for this host of slavish no- 
bility, who breathe nothing but the air 
of the court, to adopt for this even- 
ing's motto, " Gayety and smiles." 

As we have said, only smiling lips 
and faces beaming with joy were to be 
seen ; all breathed pleasure and enjoy- 
ment, all jested and laughed; it seemed 
as if all care and sorrow had fied from 
this happy, select circle, to give place 



to the delights of life. They had, with 
submissive humility, repressed all dis- 
content and disaffection, aU envyings 
and enmities ; they chatted and laughed, 
while every one knew or sclspected 
that they were standing on a volcano, 
whose overwhelming eruptions might 
be expected at any moment, and yet 
every one feigned the most perfect in- 
nocence and unconstraint. The ladies 
scrutinized each other's magnificent and 
costiy toilets, jesting and exchanging 
amorous glances with the gentlemen 
displaying orders and diamond crosses. 

A movement suddenly arose in the 
rooms, the crowd divided and respect- 
fully withdrew to the sides, and through 
the rows of smiling, humbly bowing 
courtiers passed the Princess Elizabeth, 
followed by her chamberlain Woron- 
zow, her private secretary Alexis 
Razumovsky, and her physician Les- 
tocq, in the splendor of her beauty and 
grace, all kindness, all smiles. She was 
to-day wonderfully charming in her 
gold-spangled lace dress, which flowed 
like a breath over her under-dress of 
heavy white satin. Her widely-bared, 
full and luxuriant shoulders were par- 
tially covered by a costly lace mantelet, 
the present of the French queen, and 
her long, floating ringlets were sur- 
mounted by a wreath of white roses 
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such as only Parisian artistic skill conld 
offer in sncli perfect imitatioh of nature. 
Thns eveloped as it were in a veil of 
white mist and floating vapors, Eliza- 
beth's beauty appeared only the more 
full and voluptuous. She looked like a 
purple rose standing out from a cloud 
of fluttering snow-flakes, wonderfully 
charming, wonderfully seductive. Prin- 
cess Elizabeth was fully conscious of 
the impression she made, and this in- 
ternal satisfaction manifested itself in a 
sweet smile which increased the charm 
of her appearance. With pride and 
pleasure she enjoyed the triumph of 
being the fairest of all the beauties 
present, and this triumph contented 
her heart. 

The princess now approached her 
cousin, the Regent Anna, who came 
from the adjoining room to meet and 
welcome her, and for one short mo- 
ment the courtiers forgot her smiles 
and her inoffensiveness. All eyes were 
with the most intense anxiety di- 
rected toward these two women; all 
conversation, jesting, and laughing were 
at once suspended. There was a deep 
pause, all breathing was smothered, all 
feared that the loud beating of their 
hearts might betray them and cause 
them to be suspected. 

The two princesses now approached 
each other — Princess Elizabeth would 
have bent a knee to the regent — ^Anna, 
with charming kindness, raising and 
kissing her, tenderly reproached her for 
coming so late. 

" I feared coming too early," said 
Elizabeth, pressing the regent's hand 
to her lips, "for I doubted whether 
my fair cousin would find time to be- 



stow a friendly word upon her poor re- 
lation, Princess Elizabeth ! " 

"How could Elizabeth fear that, 
when she knows I love her like a sis- 
ter ? " tenderly asked the regent, and, 
taking the arm of the princess, she 
made with her a round through the 
rooms. 

Now again came life and movement 
in this lately so silent and anxiously 
expectant assemblage ; they now knew 
how they were to deport themselves: 
Princess Elizabeth was in the good 
graces of the regent, and therefore they 
could receive her polite greetings with 
the most reverential thankfulness ; they 
could approach her and admire her 
beauty without incurring suspicion. 
The stereotyped smile had reappeared 
upon all faces, cheerful and lively con- 
versation was again resumed, and wher- 
ever the two arm-in-arm wandering 
princesses appeared, they were greeted 
with endless shouts of ecstasy. 

As we have said, it was a gay and 
very splendid festival. Only occasionally 
did something like a dark shadow ^ass 
through the rooms ; only here and there 
did the chattering guests forget their 
wonted smiles; only occasionally did 
the mask of cheerfulness fall from 
many a face, discovering serious, anx- 
ious features, and suspicious, lurking 
glances. Every one felt that a ca- 
tastrophe was impending, but, as no 
one could know its result in advance, 
all wished to keep as clear of it as pos- 
sible, and seem perfectly unconscious 
and unaffected by these things. As 
they could not foresee which party 
would triumph, they found it advisable 
to join neither while awaiting coming 
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events, after whict they would hail as 
lords and masters those who might 
succeed in attaining to power. 

For the present, Anna Leopoldowna 
was the ruler, and, as they were her 
subjects, they must in humble submis- 
siveness pay homage to her ; but Eliza- 
beth might become empress, and there- 
fore they must likewise pay homage to 
her, with a prudent avoidance of the 
too much, which might cause them to 
be suspected in case the regent should 
still continue in power. 

These were the dangerous rocks be- 
tween which this proud and elegant 
assemblage had to find their winding 
way, and they did it with smiles and 
outward ease, with open admiration of 
both princesses, before whom they 
bowed to the ground with slavish sub- 
mission. 

But suddenly something like a panic- 
terror, like an unnatural awe, flew 
through all these splendid halls; the 
smiles were arrested on all faces, the 
harmless jests on all lips ; the paUor of 
beautiful women became visible through 
their paint, and generals staggered to 
and fro as if a thunderbolt had fallen. 
As if touched by a magic wand, every 
one stood motionless like statues mod- 
elled in clay, no one daring to speak to 
his neighbor or make a sign to a friend. 
They would not see, they would not 
hear, they only wished to seem to be in- 
different and unobserving. 

As we said, a panic-terror pervaded 
the halls, and like an evil-announcing 
night- spectre passed over the heads of 
the stiffened, lifeless crowd the dismal 
rumor — " The regent and the princess are 
at variance ; the regent is speaking to 



her with vehemence, and the princess 
weeps I " 

This certainly was a terrible an- 
nouncement. But if the regent was 
angry, it must be because she knew of 
the intrigues and machinations of the 
princess, and knowing them she could 
counteract and nullify them; conse- 
quently the plans of the princess were 
upset, Anna Leopoldowna would remain 
ruler, and her son Ivan the Ozar of all 
the Eussias. 

Now the touch, the vicinity of Eliza- 
beth's friends became an evil-breathing 
pest, a death-bringing terror ; they anx- 
iously avoided the vicinity of Lestocq, 
they crowded back from Woronzow 
and Eazumovsky, whom they had be- 
fore sought with every demonstration 
of friendliness ; they even avoided look- 
ing at the French ambassador ; for, if the 
regent knew all, she must know of the 
intimate relations of Lestocq with the 
Marquis de la Ohetardie, and he was 
therefore doomed like the other three. 

And moreover, this pernicious rumor 
had not lied ; the two princesses were 
at this moment no longer so tender and 
friendly disposed as shortly before. 

They had long wandered through the 
halls, confidingly chatting and smiling, 
and Anna, leaning upon Elizabeth's arm 
— Anna who this day saw every thing 
couleur de rose — felt a sort of disquiet 
that people should suspect her who was 
walking by her side with such innocent 
candor and unconstraint, seeming not 
to have the least presentiment of the 
dark cloud gathering over her head. 

"She is inconsiderate," thought the 
regent ; " she allows herself to be carried 
away by her temperament, and behind 
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her inclination and her weakness for 
handsome grenadiers and soldiers, her 
enemies seek to discover an insidious and 
well-considered conspiracy ; this is cruel 
and uigust! This good Elizabeth must 
be warned, that she may become more 
cautious, and give her numerous enemies 
no occasion for suspecting her. Poor 
innocent child, so gay and ingenuous, 
she plays with roses under which ser- 
pents lie concealed I It is my duty 
to warn her, and I wiU." 

Wholly penetrated with ^this noble 
and generous resolution, the regent 
drew her cousin Elizabeth into the little 
boudoir which lay at the end of the 
haU, offering a convenient resting-place 
for a confidential conversation. 

But at this moment Anna's eyes fell 
upon the lace mantelet of the princess, 
and quite involuntarily came to her 
mind the warning words of Ostermann, 
who had said to her : " The French am- 
bassador, by command of his govern- 
ment, provides the princess not only 
with money, but also with the newest 
modes and most costly stuffs." This 
lace mantelet could surely only come 
from Paris; nothing similar to it had 
been seen in St. Petersburg ; it certainly 
required especial sources and especial 
means for the procurement of such a 
rare and magnificent exemplar. 

A cloud drew over the regent's brow, 
and in a rather sharp and cutting tone 
she said : " One question, princess ! How 
came you by this admirable lace veil, 
the like of which I have not seen here 
in St. Petersburg ? " 

While putting this question, the re- 
gent's eyes were fixed with a piercing, 
interrogating expression upon the face 



of the princess : she wished to observe 
the slightest shrinking, the least move- 
ment of her features. 

But Elizabeth was prepared for the 
question; she had already considered 
her answer with the marquis andLe- 
stocq. Her features therefore betrayed 
not the least disturbance or disquiet; 
raising her bright and child-like eyes, 
she said, with an unconstrained smije : 
"You wonder, do you not, how I came 
by this costly ornament? Ah, I have for 
the last eight days rejoiced in the ex- 
pectation of surprising you to-day with 
the sight of it 1 " 

"But you have not yet told me 
whence you have these costly lace? ? " 
asked the regent in a sharper tone. 

" It is a wager I have won of the good 
Marquis de la Ohetardie," said Elizabeth, 
without embarrassment, "and your 
highness must confess that this French 
ambassador has paid his wager with 
much taste." 

The regent had constantly become 
more serious and gloomy. A dark, 
fatal suspicion for a moment over- 
clouded her soul, and in her usually un- 
suspicious mind arose the questions: 
" What if Ostermann was right, if Eliza- 
beth is really conspiring, and the French 
ambassador is her confederate ? " 

" And what, if one may ask, was the 
subject of the wager ? " she asked, with 
the tone of an inquisitor. 

"Ah, this good marquis," said the 
princess, laughing, " had never yet expe- 
rienced the rigor of a Russian winter, 
and he would not believe that our Neva 
with its rushing streams and rapid cur- 
rent would in winter be changed into a 
very commodious highway. I wagered 
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tbat I woTiId convince him of tlie fact, 
and be tbe first to cross it on the ice; 
he would not believe me, and declared 
that I should lack the courage. WeU, 
of bourse I did it, and won my wager 1 " 

The regent had not turned her eyes 
from the princess while she was tlius 
speaking. This serene calmness, this 
unembarrassed childishness, completely 
disarmed her. The darj; suspicion van- 
ished from her mind; Anna breathed 
freer, and laid her hand upon her heart 
as if she would restrain its violent beat- 
ing. The letter of Lynar slightly rus- 
tled under her hand. 

A ray of sunshine became visible in 
Anna's face; she thought of her be- 
loved; she felt his presence, and imme- 
diAtely all the vapors of mistrust were 
scattered — Anna feared no more, she 
suspected no more, she again became 
cheerftd and happy — ^for she thought 
of her distant lover, his affectionate 
words rested upon her bosom — ^how, 
therefore, could she feel anger ? 

She only now recollected that she 
had intended to warn Elizabeth. She 
therefore threw her arms around the 
neck of the princess, and, sitting with 
her upon the divan, said: "Do you 
know, Elizabeth, that you have many 
enemies at my court, and that they would 
excite my suspicions against you? " 

" Ah, I may well believe they would 

be glad to do so, but they cannot," said 

Elizabeth, laughing; "I am a foolish, 

trifling woman, who, unfortunately for 

them, do nothing to my enemies that 

can render me suspected, as, in reality, 

I do nothing at all. I am indolent, 

Anna, very indolent ; you ought to have 

raised me better, my dear lady regent I " 

5 
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And with an amiable roguishness 
Elizabeth kissed the tips of Anna's 
fingers. 

"No, no, be serious for once," said 
Anna ; "laugh not, Elizabeth, bat listen 
t() me 1 " 

And she related to the listening prin- 
.cess how people came from aU sides to 
warn her ; that slie was told of secret 
meetings which Lestocq, in Elizabeth's 
name, held with the French ambassa- 
dor, and that the object of these meet- 
ings was the removal of the regent and 
her son, and the elevation of Elizabeth 
to the imperial throne. 

Elizabeth remained perfectly cheer- 
ful, perfectly unembarrassed, and even 
laughingly exclaimed — "What a silly 
story!" 

" I believe nothing of it," said Anna, 
"but at last my ministers will compel 
me to imprison Lestocq and bring him 
to trial, in order to get the truth out 
of him." 

" Ah, they will torture him, and yet 
he is innocent ! " cried Elizabeth, burst- 
ing into tears. And, clasping the re- 
gent's neck, she anxiously exclaimed: 
"Ah, Anna, dear Anna, save me from 
my enemies I Let them not steal away 
my friends and ruin me ! They would 
also torture me and send me to Siberia ; 
Anna, my friend, my sovereign, save 
me ! You alone can do it, for you know 
me, and know that I am innocent I The 
idea that I should conspire against you, 
against you whom I love, and to whom, 
upon the sacred books of our religion, I 
have sworn eternal fidelity and devo- 
tion I Anna, Anna, I swear to you by 
the Boul of my father, I am innocent, 
as also is my friend. Lestocq has never 
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passed the threshold of the French am- 
bassador's hotel I Oh, dear, dear Anna, 
have mercy on me, and do not permit 
them to tortnre me and wrench my 
poor members 1 " 

With a lond cry of angnish, with 
streaming tears, pale and trembling, 
Elizabeth sank down at the regent's 
feet. 

It was this cry of angnish that rang 
through the hall, and spread every- 
where astonishment and consternation. 
And this shrieking, and weeping, and 
trembling, was no mask, bat truth. 
Elizabeth was frightened, she wept and 
trembled from fear, but she had suffi- 
cient presence of mind not to betray 
herself in words. It was fear even that 
gave her that presence of mind and en- 
abled her to play her part in a manner 
80 masterly that the regent was com- 
pletely deceived. Taking the princess 
in her arms, she pressed her to her bo- 
som, at the same time endeavoring to 
reassure and console her with tender 
and affectionate words, with reiterated 
promises of her protection and her love. 

But it was a long time before the 
trembling and weeping princess could 
be tranquillized — before she could be 
made to believe Anna's asseverations 
that she had always loved and never 
mistrusted her. 

"What most deeply saddens me," 
said Elizabeth, with feeling, "is the 
idea, that you, my Anna, could believe 
these calumnies, and suppose me capa- 
ble of such black treason. Ah, I should 
be as bad as Judas Iscariot could I be- 
tray my noble and generous mistress." 

Tears of emotion stood in Anna's 
eyes. She impressed a tender kiss 



upon Elizabeth's Ups, and with her own 
hand wiped the tears from the cheeks 
of the princess. 

"Weep no more, Elizabeth," she 
tenderly said — " nay, I beg of you, weep 
no more. It is indeed all right and 
good between us, and no cloud shall 
disturb our love or our mutual confi- 
dence. Come, let us smile and be cheer- 
ful again, that thts listening and curious 
court may know nothing of your tears. 
They would make a prodigious affair of 
it, and we will not give them occasion 
to say we have been at variance." 

" Ko, they shaU all see that I love, 
that I adore you," said Elizabeth, cov- 
ering Anna's hand with kisses. 

"They shall see that we love each 
other," said Anna, taking the arm of 
* the princess. " Be of good cheer, my 
friend, and take my imperial word for it 
that I, whatever people may say of you, 
wiU believe no one but yourself; that I 
will truly inform you of all calnmnies, 
and give you an opportunity to disarm 
your enemies and defend yourself. Now 
come, and let us make another tour 
through the halls." 

Arm in arm the two princesses ,re- 
tumed to the nearest hall. This was 
empty, no one daring to remain there 
lest they might incur the blame of hav- 
ing overheard and understood some 
word of the princesses, and thus ac- 
quired a knowledge of their private 
conversation. People had therefore 
withdrawn to the more distant rooms, 
where they still preserved a breathless 
silence. 

Suddenly the two princesses, arm in 
arm, again appeared in the halls, pleas- 
antly conversing, and instantly the 
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scene was again changed, as if by the 
stroke of a magic wand. The chilling 
silence melted into an agreeable smile, 
and all recovered their breaths and for- 
mer joviality. 

AU was again sunshine and pleasure, 
for the princesses were again there, and 
the princesses smiled — ^must they not 
laugh and be beside themselves with 

joy ? 

Elizabeth's tender glances sought her 
Mend, the handsome Alexis Razumov- 
sky. Suddenly her brow was darkened 
and her cheeks paled, for she saw him, 
and saw that his eyes did not seek 
hers I 

He stood leaning against a pillar, 
his eyes fixed upon a lady who had 
just then entered the hall, and whose 
wonderful beauty had everywhere 
called forth a murmur of astonishment 
and admiration. This lady was the 
Countess Lapuschkin, the wife of the 
commissary-general of marine, from 
whose family came the first wife of 
Czar Peter the Great, the beautiful Eu- 
doxia Lapuschkin. 

Eleonore Lapuschkin was more beau- 
tiftd than Eudoxia. An infinite magic 
of youth and loveliness, of purity and 
energy, was shed over her regular fea- 
tures. She had the traits of a Hebe, 
and the form of a Juno. When she 
smiled and displayed her dazzlingly 
white teeth, she was irresistibly charm- 
ing. "When, in a serious mood, she 
raised her large dark eyes, full of no- 
bleness and spirit, then might people 
fall at her feet with adoration. Count- 
ess Lapuschkin had often been compared 
and equalled to the Princess Elizabeth, 
and yet nothing could be more dissimi- 



lar or incomparable than these two 
beauties. Elizabeth's was vhoUy earth- 
ly, voluptuous, glowing with youth and 
love, but Eleonore's was chaste and sub- 
lime, pure and maidenly. Elizabeth 
allured to love, Eleonore to adoration. 

The princess had long hated the young 
Countess Eleonore Lapuschkin, and con- 
^dered her as a rival; but that this rival 
should now gain an interest in the heart 
of her favorite, that filled Elizabeth's 
soul with anger and agitation, that 
caused her eyes to flash and her blood 
to boil. 

Staringly as Alexis Razumovsky's eyes 
were fixed upon the countess, she, un- 
conscious of this double observation, 
stood cheerful and unembarrassed in 
the circle of her admiring friends and 
adorers. 

Anna Leopoldowna followed the 
glance of the princess, and, observing 
the beautiful Lapuschkin, said, without 
thinking of Elizabeth's very susceptible 
vanity : 

" Leonore Lapuschkin is an admirably 
beautiftd woman, is she not? I never 
saw a handsomer one. To look at her is 
like a morning dre^m ; her appearance 
diffuses light and splendor. Do you not 
find it so, Elizabeth ? " 

" Oh, yes, I find it so," said Eliza- 
beth, with a constrained smile. " She 
is the handsomest woman in your 
realm." 

"Yourself excepted, Elizabeth," kind- 
ly subjoined the regent. 

" Oh, no, she is handsomer than 1 1 " 
murmured Elizabeth. 

Poor Leonore I In this moment hath 
the princess pronounced your sentence 
of condemnation, and in her heart sub- 
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scribed tbe stem order for jonr execu- 
tion. « 

A loDger Yiew of this triumph of the 
countess became insofEerable ; alleging a 
sudden attack of illness, she immediate- 
I7 took leave of the regent, and or- 
dered her carriage. 

Tears of anger and love stood in her 
eyes as Bazumovsky approached to aid 
her in entering it. Hurling away his 
hand, she entered the carriage without 
assistance. 

"And may I not accompany you in 
the carriage as usual?" asked Alexis, 
with tenderness in his tone. 



" N'o," she curtly said, " go back into 
the hall, and again admire the hand 
somest woman in the empire ! " 

Then, jealousy getting the better of 
anger, she beckoned to Alexis, who was 
about departing in sadness, and com- 
manded him to enter the carriage with- 
out delay. 

As soon as the carriage door was 
closed, with an angry movement she 
seized both of Eaznmovsky's hands. 

" Look at me," said she — " look me 
directly in the eye, and then tell me, is 
Eleonore Lapuschkin handsomer than 
I?" 



-•♦♦- 



OHAPTEE XIII. 



THE PENCIL-BKETCH. 



It was the day after the court ball. 
Princess Elizabeth was in her dressing- 
roOTQ, and occupied in enveloping her- 
self in a very charming and seductive 
TdgligL She was to-day in very good 
humor, very happy and^free from care, 
for Alexis Raznmovsky had, with the 
most solemn asseverations, assured her 
of his truth and devotion, and Elizabeth 
had been soothed and reconciled by his 
glowing language. It was for him that 
she wished to appear especially attrac- 
tive to-day, that Alexis, by the sight of 
her, might be made utterly to forget the 
Countess Eleonore Lapuschkin. In these 
coquettish efforts of her vanity she had 
utterly forgotten all the plans and pro- 



jects of her friends and adherents ; she 
thought no more of becoming empress, 
but she would be the queen of beauty, 
and in that realm she would reign alone 
with an absolute sway. 

A servant announced Lestocq. 

A cloud of displeasure lowered on the 
brow of the princess. Startled from 
her sweet dreams by this name, she now 
for the first time recollected the fatal 
conversation she had had on the pre- 
vious evening with^the regent. In her 
love and jealousy she had totally forgot- 
ten the occurrence, but now that she 
was reminded of it, she felt her head 
throb with anxiety and terror. • 

Dismissing her attendants with an 
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imperions nod, she hastened to meet the 
entering physician. 

" Lestocq," said she, " it is well yon 
have come at this moment, else, per- 
haps, I might have forgotten to say to 
yon that it is all over with the ooiguration 
spnn and woven hy yon and the French 
marqais. We mnst give it np, for the 
affair is more dangerous than yon think 
it, and I may say that yon have reason 
to he thankfal to me for having, hy my 
foresight and intrepidity, saved yon 
from the torture, and a possible trans- 
portation to Siberia, Ah, it is very 
cold in Siberia, my dear Lestocq, and 
yon will do well silently and discreetly 
to build a warm nest here, instead of 
inventing ambitious projects dangerous 
to all of us." 

" And whence do yon foresee danger, 
princess ? " asked Lestocq. 

" The regent knows all I She knows 
our plans and combinations. In a word, 
she knows that we conspire, and that 
yon are the principal agent in this con- 
spiracy." 

" Then I am lost ! " sighed Lestocq, 
gliding down upon a chair. 

" No, not quite," s^d Elizabeth, with 
a smile, " for I have saved you. Ah, I 
should never have believed that the 
playing of comedy was so easy, but I 
tell yon I have played one in a masterly 
manner. Fear was my teacher; it 
taught me to appear so innocent, to im- 
plore so affectingly, that Anna herself 
was touched. Ah, and I wept whole 
streams of tears, I^liQ you. That quite 
disarmed the regent. But yon must 
bear the blame if my eyes to-day are 
yet red with weeping, and not so bril- 
liant as usual." 



And Princess Elizabeth ran to the 
toilet-table to examine critically her 
face in the glass. 

"Yes, indeed," she cried, with a sort 
of terror, "it is as I feared. My eyes 
are quite dull. Lestocq, you mnst give 
me a means, a quick and sure fteans, to 
restore their brightness." 

Thus speaking, Elizabeth looked con- 
stantly in the glass, fiill of care and 
anxiety about her eyes. 

"I shall appear less beautiM to him 
to-day," she murmured; "he will, in 
thought, compare me with Eleonore 
Lapnschkin, and find her handsomer 
than L Lestocq, Lestocq I" she then 
called aloud, impatiently stamping with 
her little foot, "I tell yon that yon 
must immediately prescribe a remedy 
that will restore the brilliancy of my 



eyes 



i» 



"Princess," said Lestocq, with so- 
lemnity, " I beseech yon for a moment 
to forget your incomparable beauty and 
the unequalled brilliancy of your eyes. 
Be not only a woman, but be, as yon 
can, the great czar's great daughter. 
Princess, the question here is not only 
of the diminished brilliancy of your 
eyes, but of a real danger with whieh 
you are threatened. Be mercifal, be 
gracious, and relate to me the exact 
words of your yesterday's conversation 
with the regent." 

The princess looked up from her 
mirror, and turned her head toward Le- 
stocq. 

"Ah, I forgot," she carelessly saicl^ 
"yon are not merely my physician, 
but also a revolutionist, and that is of 
much greater importance to yon." 

" The question is of your head, prin- 
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cess, and as a trae physician I would 
help yon to preserve it. Therefore, 
dearest princess, I beseech yoD, repeat 
to me that conversation with the re- 
gent." 

** Will yon then immediately give me 
a recipe Tor my eyes? " 

"Yes, I will." 

"Well, listen, then." 

And the princess repeated, word for 
word, to the breathless Lestocq, her 
conversation with Anna Leopoldowna. 
Lestocq listened to her with most in- 
tense interest, taking a piece of paper 
from the table and mechanically writing 
some nnmeaning lines npon it with an 
appearance of heedlessness. Perhaps it 
was this mechanical occapation that 
enabled him to remain so calm and cir- 
cnmspect. During the narration of the 
princess his features again assumed 
their expression of firmness and deter- 
mination; his eyes again flashed, and 
around his mouth played a saucy, scorn- 
ful smile, such as was usually seen there 
when, conscious of his superiority, he 
had formed a bold resolution. 

"This good regent has executed a 
stroke of policy for which Ostermann 
will never forgive her," said he, after 
the princess had finished her narration. 
** She should have kept silence and ap- 
peared unconstrained — ^then toe should 
have been lost ; but now it is «^e." 

"N"o," exclaimed the princess, with 
generous* emotion, "the regent Bias 
chosen precisely the best ;neans for 
disarming us! She has manifested a 
noble confidence in me, she has dis- 
credited the whisperings of her minis- 
ter and counsellors, and instead of de- 
stroying me, as she could have done, 



she has warned me with the kindness 
and affection of a sister. I shall never 
forget that, Lestocq; I shall ever be 
grateful for that ! Henceforth the Re- 
gent or Empress Anna Leopoldowna 
shall have no truer or more obedient 
subject than I, the Princess Elizabeth ! " 

"By this you would not say, prin- 
cess — " 

" By this I mean to say," interposed 
Elizabeth, "that this conspiracy is 
brought to a bloodless conclusion, and 
that, from this hour, there is but one 
woman in this great Russian. realm who 
has any claim to the title of empress, 
and that woman is the Regent Anna 
Leopoldowna ! " 

"You will therefore renounce your 
sacred and well-grounded claims to the 
imperial throne ? " asked Lestocq, con- 
tinuing his scribbling. 

"Yes, that will I," responded Eliza- 
beth. "I will no longer be plagued 
with your plans and machinations — I 
will have repose. In the interior of my 
palace I will be empress ; there will I 
establish a realm, a realm of peace and 
enjoyable happiness ; there will I erect 
the temple of love, and consecrate my- 
self as its priestess I No, speak no more 
of revolutions and conspiracies. I am 
not made to sit upon a throne as the 
feared and thundering goddess of cow- 
ardly slaves, causing millions to tremble 
at every word and glance I I will not 
be empress, not the bugbear of a quak- 
ing, kneeling people ; I will be a wo- 
man, who has nothing to do with the 
business and drudgery of men ; I will 
not be plagued with labor and care, but 
vsdll enjoy and rejoice in my exist- 
ence ! " 
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"For that you will be allowed no 
time! " said Lestooq, with solemnity. 
""When you give up your plans and 
renounce your rights, then, princess, it 
will be all over with the days of eiyoy- 
ment and happiness. It will then no 
longer be permitted you to convert your 
palace into a temple of pleasure, and 
thenceforth you will be known only as 
tbe priestess of misfortune and misery I " 

" You have again your fever-dreams," 
said Elizabeth, smiling. " Come, I will 
awaken you! I have told you my 
story; it is now for you to give me a 
recipe for my inflamed eyes." 

" Here it is," earnestly answered Le- 
stocq, handing to the princess the paper 
upon which he had been scribbling. 

Elizabeth took it and at first regarded 
it with smiling curiosity; but her fea- 
tures gradually assumed a more serious 
and even terrified egression, and the 
roses faded from her cheeks. 

" You call this a recipe for eyes red- 
dened with weeping," said she, with a 
shudder, " and yet it presents two pic- 
tures which make my hair bristle with 
terror, and might cause one to weep 
himself blind ! " 

** They represent our future ! " said 
Lestocq, with decision. " You see that 
man bound upon the wheel — ^that is 
myself! Now look at the second. This 
young woman who is wringing her 
hands, and whose head one of these 
nuDS is shearing, while the other is en- 
deavoring, in spite of her struggling re- 
sistance, to envelop her in the black 
veil ; — that is you, princess. For you 
the cloister, for me the wheel! That 
will be our future, Princess Elizabeth, 
if you now hesitate in your forward 



march in the path upon which you have 
once entered." 

" And to persevere in this conspiracy 
is to give ourselves up to certain de- 
struction, for doubt not they will be 
able to convict us. Among Griinstein's 
enlisted friends there are drunkards 
enough who would betray you for a 
flask of brandy I Princess Elizabeth, 
would you be a nun or an empress? 
Choose between these two destinations. 
There is no middle course." •» 

" Then I would be an empress ! " said 
Elizabeth, with flashing eyes, trembling 
with anxiety and excitement, and still 
examining the two drawings. "Ah, 
you are an accomplished artist, Lestocq, 
you have designed this picture with a 
horrible truth of resemblance. How I 
stand there! how I wring my hands, the 
pale lips opened for & cry of terror, and 
yet silenced by a view of those dreadful 
shears before whose deadly operations 
my hair falls to the earth, and that veil 
entombs me while yet living ! " 

And casting away the drawings, the 
princess trod them under foot, declar- 
ing in a loud and imperious tone: 
"These drawings are false, Lestocq, 
and that will I prove to you — T, the 
Empress Elizabeth! " 

" All hail, my empress ! " cried Le- 
stocq, throwing himself at her feet and 
kissing the hem of her robe ; " blessings 
upon you, for you have now rescued 
me from the hands of the executioner ! 
You have saved my life, in return for 
which I will this day place an imperial 
crown upon your heavenly brows." 

* Levecqne, vol. v., p. 227.— "Voyage en Sib6- 
rie, par TAbbiS Chappe d'Auteroche," voL i., p. 
184. 
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" This day ? " asked jaizabeth, with 
a shudder. 

"Yes, it must be done this very 
night I We must improve the moment, 
for only the moment is ours. Every 
homr of delay but brings us nearer to 
our destruction. Yet one night of hesi- 
tation, and they will already have ren- 
dered our success impt)8sible. Ah, the 
Regent Anna has sworn to believe only 
you, and never to doubt you, and yet 
she has ordered three battalions of the 
guards to march early in the momlng to 
join the army in Yiborg. Our friends 
and confidants are in these three bat- 
talioDS. Judge, then, how very much 
Anna Leopoldowna confides in you I " 

" Ah, if it be really so," said Eliza- 
beth, " thei^ can I no longer have any 
regard for her. Anna will remove my 
friends from here, and that is a betrayal 
of the friendship she has sworn for me. 
I have therefore no further obligations 
toward her! I am free to act as I 
think best. Lestocq, I will be no nun, 
but an empress! You now have my 
word, and are at liberty to make all ne- 
oessary arrangements. If it must be 
done, let it be done quickly and unhesi- 
tatingly. I have yet to-day the courage 
to dare any enormity, therefore let us 
utilize this day ! " 

"Expect me to-night at twelve 
o'clock I " said Lestocq, rising ; " I will 
then be here to bring you the imperial 
crown." 

This firm confidence made Elizabeth 
tremble again. Until now all had 
seemed like a dream, a play of the im- 
agination ; but when she read in Les- 
tocq's bold and resolved features that it 
was a reality, she shook with terror, 



and an anxious fear overpowered her 
soul. 

"And if it miscarry?" said she, 
thoughtfully. 

"It win not and cannot miscarry!'' 
responded Lestocq. " The right is ob 
your side, and God wiU watch over the 
daughter of the great czar." 

"Aiud then, when I am really em- 
press," said Elizabeth, thoughtfully, to 
herself, "what then? There is no happi- 
ness in it ! tliey will give me another, 
title, they will place a crown upon my 
head, and bind me to a throne. I shall 
be no longer free to act according to my 
will, to live as I would. Thousands of 
spies will lurk around me. Thousands, 
of eyes will follow my steps, thousands 
of ears will listen for my every word, in 
order to interpret and attach a secret 
meaning to it! They will call me an 
empress, but I shall be a slave bound 
with golden fetters, upon whose head 
sits a golden crown of thorns. And 
this toil and weariness! These tire- 
some sittings of the ministers, this 
law-making and the signing of orders 
and commands! How horrible! — ^Le- 
stocq," suddenly cried the princess, 
aloud, "if I must always labor, and 
make laws, and subscribe my nam^, 
and command and govern, then will I be 
no empress, no, never ! " 

" You shall be empress only to enjoy 
life in its highest splendor. We, your 
servants and slaves, we will work and 
govern for you ! " said Lestocq. 

"Swear that to me! Swear to me 
that I shall not be constrained to labor, 
swear that you will govern for me, that 
I may devote my time to the enjoyment 
of life!" 
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** I Bwear it to you "by all that is most 
sacred to me.^' 

" Well, then, I will be your empress I " 
flidd EHzabetb, satisfied. 

At this moment a secret door opened 
and gave admission to AlessBazmnov- 



By his entrance Elizabeth was re- 
minded of her inflamed eyes, and of the 
fedr Countess Eleanore Lapuschkin. 

She gave Alexis a searching, scrutini- 
zing glance, and it seemed to her that 
he appeared less tender and ardent than 
usual. 

'*0h," she proudly said, motioning 
her fayorite to approach her and lightly 
kissing him upon the forehead, ^* oh, I 
will yet compel you to adore me. When 
an imperial crown encircles my brow, 
then will you be obliged to confess that 
I am the fairest of women I Alexis, 
on this night shall I become an em- 
press ! " 

With a cry of joy Alexis sank to her 
feet. 

" Hail to my adored empress I " he 
exclaimed, with enthusiasm. ''Hail 
Elizabeth, the fairest of all women 1 " 

" With the exception of the beautiful 
Oountess Lapuschkin I " said Elizabeth, 
with a bitter smile — " ah, when I am 
empress, I shall at least have the power 
to render that woman harmless, and to 
annihilate her ! — ^You turn pale, Alex- 
is," she continued with more vehemence 
— *< your hand trembles in mine ! You 
must therefore love her very much, 
this exalted queen of godlike beauty? 
Ah, I shall know how to punish her 
for it 1 " 

" Princess I " reproachfully exclaimed 
Alexis — "Elizabeth, you, my august 



and gentle empress, you will not sacri- 
fice an innocent woman to a momentary 
jealous vagary I " 

"Ah, he ventures to intercede for 
her ! " cried Elizabeth, with a hoarse 
laugh, and, turning to Lestocq, she con- 
tinued, with anger-fiashing eyes : " Le- 
stocq, I have yet a condition to make 
before consenting to become an em- 
press." 

"Fame your condition, princess, and 
if it be witliin the compass of human 
power it shall be fulfilled." 

Casting an angry glance at Bazumov- 
sky, Elizabeth said, with a sinister smile : 

" Swear to me, by all you hold most 
sacred, to find some fault in this Count- 
ess Lapuschkin which shall give me the 
right to condemn her to death 1 " 

"I swear it by all I hold most sa- 
cred," solemnly responded Lestocq. 

" And you will do well in that 1 " ex- 
claimed Alexis. "For when a crime 
rests upon her, and she, only with a 
word or look, offends against my fair and 
noble empress, she will deserve such 
condemnation." 

"You will, then, defend her no 
longer?" asked the somewhat appeased 
princess, bending down to her kneeling 
lover. 

" What is Countess Lapuschkin to 
me ? " tenderly responded Alexis, " For 
me there is but one woman, one em- 
press, and one beauty, and that is Eliza- 
beth!" 

The princess smiled with satisfaction. 
"Lestocq," said she, "this time I keep 
my word. I am ready to dare all, in 
order to place the imperial crown upon 
my head. I must and will be empress, 
that I may have the power to reward 
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yon all, and to raise you, my Alexis, 
to me!" 

And, drawing the handsome Alexis 
np to herself, she gave him her hand to 
kiss. 

^^I now go to make all necessary 
preparations," said Lestocq. " At mid- 
night I will come for yon. Be ready at 
that time, Elizabeth 1 " 

"I will then be ready 1" said Prin- 
cess Elizabeth, nodding a farewell to 
Lestocq. 

" At midnight I " she then thought- 
fully continued. "Well, we have twelve 
hours until then, which will suffice for 
the invention of a suitable toilet. Alex- 
is, tell me what sort of dress I shall 



wear. What color best becomes me 
and in what shall I best please the sol* 
diers? The toilet, my Alexis, is often 
decisive in such cases; an unsuitable 
costume might cause me to displease 
the conspirators, and lead them to give 
up the enterprise. You must aid me, 
Alexis, in choosing a costume. Come, 
let us repair to the wardrobe, and oaU 
my women. I will try on all my dress- 
es, one after the other ; then you ^all 
decide which is most becoming, and that 
will we choose." 

The princess and her lover betook 
themselves to the wardrobe, and called 
her women to aelkist in selecting a suit- 
able revolution-toilet. 



■♦♦♦- 



CHAPTER -KIV. 



THE EEVOLUnON. 



Night had come. The lights in pal- 
aces and houses were gradually extin- 
guished. St. Petersburg began to sleep, 
or at least to give itself the appearance 
of sleeping. The regent, Ann^ Leopol- 
downa, also, had already dismissed her 
household, and withdrawn into her pri- 
vate apartments. 

It was a fine starlight night, Anna 
leaned upon the window-frame, thought- 
folly and dreamily glancing up at .the 
heavens. Her eyes gradually filled with 
tears, which slowly rolled down over 
her cheeks and fell upon her hands. 
She was startled by the falling of these 



warm, glowing drops. She had been 
unconscious of her weeping, as her 
thoughts had diverted her attention 
from her tears. She was thinking of 
Lynar, of the distant, warmly-desired 
one, to whom she would gladly have 
devoted her whole existence, but to 
whom she could belong only through 
falsehood. She thought it would be 
nobler and greater to renounce him, 
that her love might be consecrated by 
her abnegation, while actually devoting 
her life to the duties enjoined by the 
laws and the Church. But these 
thoughts filled her bosom with a 
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nameless sorrow, and it was involnn- 
tarily that she wept. 

" ITo," she murmured low, •* I can- 
not make this sacrifice ; I cannot make 
an offering of mj love to my virtue ; for 
this bugbear of a compulsory marriage 
I cannot give up a love which God 
Himself has inspired in my heart. 
Then let it be so! Let the world judge 
and the priests condemn me. I will not 
sacrifice my love to a prejudice. I know 
that this is sinful, but God will have 
compassion on the sinner who has no 
other happiness on earth than this only 
one — a love that controls her whole be- 
ing. And if this sin tnust be punished, 
oh, my Maker, I pray you to pardon 
him, and let the punishment fall on me 
alone 1 " 

Thus speaking, she raised her arms 
and directed her eyes toward the heav- 
ens in fervent prayer. Suddenly a bril- 
liant light flashed through the air — a 
star had shot from its sphere, and, after 
a short course, had become extin- 
guished. 

" That bodes misfortune," said Anna, 
with a shudder, her head sinking upon 
her breast. 

At this moment there was a loud 
knocking at her door, and Prince Ul- 
rioh, Anna's husband, earnestly de- 
manded admission. 

Anna hastened to open, asking with 
surprise the cause of his unusual visit. 

"Anna," said the prince, hastily en- 
tering, ** I come to warn you once more. 
Again has a warning letter been myste- 
riously conveyed to me. I have just 
found it upon my night-table. See for 
yourself. It implores us to be on our 
guard. It informs us that we are threat- 



ened with a frightfol danger, that Eliz- 
abeth conspires, and that we are lost if 
we do not instantly take preventive 
measures." 

Anna read the warning letter, and 
then smilingly gave it back to her hus- 
band. 

" Always the same old song, the same 
croaking of the toad," said she. " Count 
Ostermann has taken it into his head 
that Elizabeth is conspiring, and doubt- 
less all these warning letters come from 
him. Read them no more in future, my 
husband, and now let us retire to rest." 

" And what if it were, nevertheless, 
true," said the prince, pressingly — " if 
we are really threatened with a great 
danger ? A word from you can turn it 
away. Let us, therefore, be careful I 
Remember your son, Anna — Am life is 
also threatened ! Protect him, mother 
of an emperor I Allow me, the general- 
issimo of your forces, to take measures 
of precaution! Let me establish pa- 
trols, and cause a regiment, for whose 
fidelity I can be answerable, to guard 
the entrances of the palace ! " 

Anna smilingly shook her head. 
"No," said she, "nothing of all that 
shall be done ! Such precautions man- 
ifest suspicion, and would wound the 
feelings of this good Elizabeth. She 
is innocent, believe me. I yesterday 
sharply observed her, and she came out 
from the trial pure. It would be igno- 
ble to distrust her now. Moreover, she 
has my princely word that I will always 
listen bnly to herself, and believe no 
one but her. In the morning I will go 
to her and show her this letter, that 
she may have an opportunity to justify 
herself." 
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" You therefore consider her wholly 
iDnocent?" asked the prinoe, with a 
sigh. 

"Yes, perfectly iBnocent. Her firm 
demeanor, her asseverations, her tears, 
have convinced me that it was unjust 
in us to believe the hateful rumors they 
had spread concerning her.'*' Let us 
therefore retire in peace and quiet. Ko 
danger threatens us irom Elizabeth I " 

There was something convincing and 
tranquillizing in Anna's immovable con- 
viction ; the prince felt his inability to 
oppose her, and was ashamed of his 
feminine fears in the face of her mascu- 
line intrepidity. 

With a sigh he took his leave and re- 
turned to his own room. 

At the door he turned once again. 

"Anna," said he, with solemnity, 
"you have decided upon our destiny, 
and God grant that it may all eventu- 
ate happily 1 But should it be other- 
wise, should the monstrous and terrible 
break in upon you, then, at least, re- 
member this hour, in which I warned 
you, and confess that I am free from all 
blame 1 " 

"Without awaiting an answer, with a 
drooping head and deep sigh, the prince 
left the room. 

Anna looked after him with a com- 
passionate smile. 

"Poor prince I " she murmured low, 
"he is always so timid and trembling; 
that indicates unhappiness I He loves 
me, and I cannot force my hfeart to re- 
turn the feeling. Poor prince, it must 
be very sad to love and be unloved ! " 

With a sigh she closed the door 
tiirough which her husband had passed. 
* Levecqne, vol. y., p. 227. 



"I will now sleep," said she. "Yes, 
sleep I Possibly Heaven may send me a 
pleasant dream, and I may see my Ly- 
nar I But no, I must first go to Ivao, 
to ascertain whether his slumber k 
tranquil." 

With hasty steps she repaired to the 
adjacent chamber, which was that of 
the young emperor. 

There all was still. Before the door 
opening upon the corridor she heard 
the regular step of the soldier on guard. 
The waiters upon the emperor were 
slumbering upon mattresses around 
him. It was a picture of profound 
tranquillity. 

With light steps Anna approached 
the cradle of her son, and, bending 
down over him, regarded him with 
tender maternal glances, while his still 
and peaceful slumber seemed to touch 
her heart with a sweet emotion. 

" Sleep, my dear child, my charming 
little emperor," she murmured — "sleep, 
and in your dreams may you play with 
angels as beautifdl as yourself! " 

Bending again over the cradle, she 
breathed a light Mss upon the rosy lips 
of her child, and then noiselessly re- 
turned to her own chamber. 

"And now," said she, drawing a long 
breath, "now will I, also, sleep and 
dream I Good-night, my beloved ; good- 
night, Lynarl " 

With a happy smile she reclined upon 
her couch, and soon slumbered. 

At this moment the clock in the 
next chamber struck the twelfth hour. 
Slowly and solemnly resounded the 
tones of the striking clocks that an- 
nounced the midnight. 

At this same hour a lively movement 
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oommenoed in the palace of the Prin- 
cess Elizabeth.* Lights were seen glan- 
cing from window to window, hurrying 
shadows were seen coming and going 
in the rooms, every thing there an- 
nounced an activity nnosnal for the 
hour, and certainly it was a signal good 
fortune for Elizabeth that Anna had 
forbidden her husband's sending a pa- 
trol through the streets. One single 
patrol passing the palace might have 
frustrated the whole conspiracy! 

But the streets were perfectly quiet ; 
nowhere was a sentinel or watchman to 
be seen. 

The slight creaking and whizzing of 
a sledge upon the crackling snow was 
now heard ; it came nearer and nearer, 
and then there was a knocking at the 
palace gate. The porter opened, and 
two sledges drove into the court. 

The first, with a rich covering and 
magnificent ornaments, was empty. 
But Lestocq was seen to spring out of 
the second, and hurriedly enter the pal- 
ace. 

Elizabeth, splendidly dressed, spark- 
ling with brilliants, was waiting in her 
small reception- room. No one but 
Alexis Razumovsky was with her. 
Neither of them spoke, and their vis- 
ages plainly discovered that they were 
in a state of painfully uncomfortable 
suspense. 

Elizabeth was pale and had a convul- 
sive twitching about her mouth, her 
form trembled feverishly, and she was 
obliged to cling to Razumovsky, to pre- 
vent falling. 

"Did you hear the opening of the 
court-yard gate?" she breathed low. 
" Lestocq is not yet here, and it is past 



midnight. " Certainly he is arrested, 
all is discovered, and we are lost! I am 
fearfully anxious, Alexis ; I already 
seem to feel the sword at my throiat. 
Ah, hear you not steps in the corridor ? 
They come this way. They are my 
pursuers. They come to conduct me to 
the scaffold! Save me, Alexis, save 
me!" 

And with a shrill cry of anguish the 
princess clung to the neck of her favor- 
ite. 

The door was now hastily opened, 
and upon the threshold appeared Le- 
stocq and Woronzow. 

" Princess Elizabeth ! " exclaimed 
Lestocq, with solemnity, " I have come 
for you. The throne awaits its em- 
press I " 

" Up, Princess Elizabeth," said Alexis, 
"take courage, my fair empress, give 
us an example of spirit and resolution ! " 

The princess slowly raised her pale 
face from Razumovsky's shoulder, and 
looking around with timid glances, 
faintly said : "I suffer fearfully I This 
anguish will kill me ! My destiny is so 
cruel, I am so tormented. Why must I 
be an empress?" 

" That you may be no nun," laconi- 
cally responded Lestocq. 

"And to become the greatest and 
loftiest woman in the world!" said 
Woronzow. 

" To raise to your own elevation the 
man you love," whispered Alexis. 

With a glance of tenderness, Eliza- 
beth nodded to him. 

" Yes," said she, " for your sake, my 
Alexis, I will become an empress ! Gome, 
let us go. But where is Grtlnstein ? " 

" With his faithful followers he awaits 
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as before the casern of his regiment. 
We go there first." 

" Then let ns go 1 " said Elizabeth, 
striding forward. But she stopped on 
seeing that Alexis followed with the 
other two. 

"No," said she, "you must not go 
with us. Alexis. If I am to have cour- 
age to act and speak, I must know that 
you are not mingled in the strife— I 
must not have to tremble for your life I 
No, no, only when I know that you are 
concealed and in safety, can I have cour- 
age to struggle for an imperial crown. 
Protnise me, therefore, Alexis, that you . 
wip quietly remain here until I send a 
messenger for you 1 " 

Razumovsky begged and implored in 
vain — ^in vain he knelt before her, and 
covered her hands with tears and 
kisses. 

Elizabeth remained inflexible, and, 
as Alexis yet persisted in his prayers, 
she earnestly and proudly said : "Alexis 
Razumovsky, I command you to remain 
here. You will obey the first command 
of your empress 1 " 

"I wiU remain," sighed Alexis, "and 
the world will point the finger of scorn 
at me, calling me a coward 1 " 

" And I will compel the world to 
honor you as a king ! " said Elizabeth, 
with tenderness, beckoning to Lestocq 
and Woronzow to follow her from the 
room. 

Silently they hastened down the 
stairs — silently was Elizabeth handed 
into her sledge, while Lestocq and Wo- 
ronzow took their places in the second. 
" Forward I " thundered Lestocq's 
powerful voice, and the train rushed 
through the dark and deserted streets. 



St. Petersburg slept. No one ap- 
peared at the darkened windows of the 
silent palaces, no one boded that a new 
empress was passing through the 
streets, — an empress, who at this time 
had but two subjects in her train i 

They had now reached the casern of 
the Peobrigensky regiment. There 
they halted. In the open door stands 
GrClnstein with his thirty recruits. 

They silently approached the sledge 
of the princess and prostrated them- 
selves before her. 

"Hail to our empress 1" whispered 
GrtlDstein low, and as low was it re- 
peated by the soldiers. 

"Let us enter the casern, call the 
soldiers and awaken the officers ; I my- 
self will address them I " said Eliza- 
beth, alighting from her sledge. She 
was now full of courage and resolution. 
In the face t)f danger now no longer to 
be avoided, she had suddenly steeled 
her heart ; her father's spirit was awak- 
ened in her. 

With a firm step she entered the cas- 
ern ; the conspirators had already raised 
an alarm there, and the suddenly arous- 
ed soldiers rushed from all the corri- 
dors, with wonder and admiration star- 
ing at this noble and beautiful woman 
who, radiant in the splendor of her 
beauty, and sparkling with jewels, stood 
in their midst. 

"Soldiers," cried Elizabeth, with a 
firm voice, "I come to implore your 
support in my attempt to obtain justice 
in the realm of my father ! I am the 
daughter of the great Emperor Peter, 
the rightful heir to the throne of Rus- 
sia, and I claim what is mine I I will 
no longer suffer a Grerman princess to 
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give laws to yon, my beloved breth- 
ren and countrymen I Follow me 
therefore, and let ns drive away these 
foreign intruders who have usurped 
the throne of your lawful sovereign!" 

"All hail, Elizabeth, our empress! " 
cried the conspirators, prostrating them- 
selves. 

Surprised, benumbed, and overpow- 
ered, the otbers made no opposition. 
liOserable slaves, they were accustomed 
to obey whoever dared assume the 
command over them, — and they there- 
fbre submitted. Falling upon their 
knees, they took the oath of allegiance to 
the new empress ! 

Elizabeth was now the empress of 
three hundred soldiers. 

*' Up, now, my friends, to the palace 
of the czar, where these usurpers 
dwell and inflict upon you the shame 
of calliuga cradled infant yoor emperor. 
Gome, and let us punish them for this 
insult, by thrusting them from their 
usurped power 1 " 

" We will follow our empress in life 
and death 1 " cried the soldiers. 

They therefore started again, and 
once more hastened through the silent 
streets until, at length, they reached 
the imperial palace, where dwelt the 
Emperor Ivan with his parents. 

Elizabeth, with her confidential par- 
tisans in four sledges, had hastened on 
in advance of the others. With re- 
newed courage they approached the 
principal entrance of the palace. 

The guard took to their arms, and the 
drummer was preparing to beat an 
alarm, when a single blow of Lestocq's 
fist broke through the skin of the drum. 

The terrified drummer fell, and over 



his body passed the band of conspirators, 
Elizabeth at their head. 

No one ventured to oppose them; 
the slaves fell upon their knees in 
homage to her whQ announced herself 
as their mistress and empress ! 

Thus meeting with universal submis- 
sion and obedience, they approached 
the wing of the palace occupied by the 
Emperor Ivan and his mother the re- 
gent. Here is stationed an officer of the 
guard. He alone ventures defiance to 
the intruders. He meets them with his 
sword drawn, and swears to strike down 
the first person who attempts to enter 
the corridor. 

" Unhappy man, what is it you 
dare ! '' said Lestocq, boldly advancing. 
"You are guilty of high-treason. Fall 
upon your knees and implore pardon of 
your empress, Elizabeth ! " 

The officer shrank back in terror. It 
was an empress who stood before him, 
and he had dared to defy her ! 

Beg^ng for forgiveness and mercy, 
he dropped his sword and fell upon his 
knees.* The Russian slave was awak- 
ened in him, and he bent before the one 
who had the power to command. 

Unobstructed, retained by no one, 
Elizabeth and her followers now strode 
through the corridor leading to the 
private apartments of the regent. Sen- 
tinels were placed at every door, with 
strict commands to strike down any one 
who should dare to oppose them. 

In this manner they reached the ante- 
room of the regent's chamber. 

Elizabeth had. not the courage to go 
any farther. She hesitatingly stopped. 

* " Voyage en SiWrle, par T Abbe Chappe d' Au- 
teroche," voL i., p. t8& 
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A deep shame and repentance came 
over her when she thonght of the noble 
confidence Anna had shown, and which 
she was now on the point of repaying 
with the blackest treason. 

Lestocq, whose sharp, observing 
glance constantly rested npon her, di- 
vined her thoughts and the cause of her 
irresolution. He privately whispered 
some words to Gr&nstein, who, with 
thirty grenadiers, immediately ap- 
proached the door of Annans sleeping- 
room. 

With a single push the door was 
forced, and with a wild cry the soldiers 
rushed to the couch upon which Anna 
Leopoldowna was reposing. 

"With a cry of anguish Anna springs 
up from her slumber, and shudderingly 
stares at the soldiers by whom she is en- 
compassed, who, with rough voices, 
command her to rise and follow them. 
They scarcely give her time to put on a 
robe, and encase her little feet in shoe^. 

But Anna has become perfectly cahn 
and self-possessed. She knows she is 
lost, and, too proud to weep or com- 
plain, she finds in herself courage to be 
tranquil. 

" I beg only to be allowed to speak 
to Elizabeth," said she, aloud. " I will 
do all you command me. I will follow 
you wherever you wish, only let me 
first see your empress, Elizabeth." 

Elizabeth, leaning against the door- 
post, had heard these words ; yielding 
to an involuntary impulse of her heart, 
she pushed open the door and appeared 
upon the threshold of Anna Leopoldow- 
na's chamber. 

On perceiving her, a faint smile passed 
over Anna's features. • 



^*Ah, come you thus to me, Eliza- 
beth ? " she said, reproachfully, with a 
proud glance at the princess. 

Elizabeth could not support that 
glance. She cast down her eyes, and 
again Anna Leopoldowna smiled. She 
was conquered, but before her, Mushing 
with shame, stood her momentarily 
subdued conqueror. But Anna now re- 
membered her son, and, folding her 
hands, she said, in an imploring tone : 

'^ Elizabeth, kill not my son 1 Have 
compasdon upon him I ^ 

Elizabeth turned atiT^ay with a shud- 
der, she felt her heart rent, she had not 
strength for an answer. 

Lestocq beckoned the soldiers, and 
commanded them to remove the trai- 
tress, Anna Leopoldowna. 

Thirty warriors took possession of the 
regent, who calmly and proc^y sub- 
mitted hemlf to them and suffered 
herself to be led away. 

Li the corridor they encountered an- 
other troop of soldiers, who were es- 
corting the regent's husband, Prince Ul- 
rich of Brunswick, and Anna's favorite, 
Julia von Mengden. 

. " Anna 1 " sorrowfully exclaimed the 
prince, " oh, had you but listened to my 
warning 1 Why did I not, in spite of 
your commands, what I ought to have 
done? I alone am to blame for this 
sad misfortune." 

" It is no one's fault but mine," calm- 
ly responded Anna. " Pardon me, my 
husband ; pardon me, Julia." 

And so they- descended to the sledges 
in waiting below. They placed the 
prince in one, and the regent, with Ju- 
lia, in the other. 

"Ah," said Julia, throwing her arms 
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aroimd Anna's neok, *' we shall at least 
suffer together.'' 

Anna reclined her head npon her 
friend's shonlder. 

'*6od is just and good," said she. 
" He pnnishes me for mj criminal love, 
and mercifhlly spares the object of my 
affections. I thank God for my suffer- 
ings. Jnlia, should you one day be lib- 
erated and allowed to see him again, then 
bear to him my warmest greetings; 
then tell him that I shall love him eter- 
nally, and that liiy last dgh shall be a 
prayer for his happiness. I shall never 
see him again. Bear to him my bless- 
ing, Julia I " 

Julia dissolved in tears, and, clinging 
to her friend, she sobbed: "No, no, 
they will not dare to kill you." 



'^Then they will condemn me to a 
life-long imprisonment," calmly respond- 
ed Anna. 

" Ko, no, your head is sacred, and so 

« 

is your freedom. They dare not attack 
either." 

" Nothing is sacred in Russia," lacon- 
ically responded Anna. 

The sledges stopped at the palace of 
the Princess Elizabeth. Hardly two 
hours had passed since Elizabeth, in 
those same sledges, had left her palace 
as a poor, trembling princess ; and now, 
as reigning empress, she sent them back 
with tiie dethroned regent 

The latter entered the palace of the 
princess as a prisoner, while Elizabeth, 
as empress, took possession of the pal- 
ace of the czars ; 



■♦M- 



CHAPTER XV. 



THE BLEEP OF INNOOBNOE. 



Ansa. Leopoldowna had hardly left 
the room in which she had been sur- 
prised and captured, when Lestocq 
turned to GrClnstein with a new order. 

"Now," said he, in an undertone to 
him — "now hasten to seize the em- 
peror. This little Ivan must be annihi- 
lated." 

Elizabeth had overheard these words, 
and remembering Anna's last prayer, 
she exclaimed with vehemence : 

" No, no, I say, he shall not be anni- 
hilated! Woe to him who iigures a 



hair of his head! I will not be the 
murderer of an innocent child I Take 
him prisoner, get him in your power, 
but in him respect the child and the 
emperor I Tear him not forcibly from 
his slumber, but protect his sleep I 
Poor child, destined to suffer so ear- 
ly! " 

" No weakness now, princess," whis- 
pered Lestocq ; " show yourself great 
and firm, else all is lost! Gome away 
from here, that the sight of this child 
may not yet more enfeeble your heart. 
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Come, mnob more stiU remains to be 
idone." 

And, reverently taking Elizabeth^s 
hand, he led her to the door. 

*'Now do your duty," said he to 
Grftnstein. " Seize young Ivan." 

"Bui remember my command, ttnd 
spare him," said Elizabeth, slowly and 
hesitatingly leaving the chamber. 

** How to Ivan 1 " GrUnstein com- 
manded his soldiers, and-with them he 
hastepad to the sleepihg-room of: the 
yoDBg emperor. 

There deep stillness and undisturbed 
. peace yet prevailed. Only the waiting- 
women were awakened, andhad hastily 
^ed' in search of concealment and safety. 
They had left the young emperor eau- 
tirely alone, andhehaiinot been awa- 
kened by the disturbance all around 

him.. 

■ ' ■ ■ ■ .).,'.■ 

He lay quietly in his splendid cradle, 

which was placed upon a sort of estrade 

in the centre of the room, dimly lighted 

by a lamp suspended from the ^ceiling 

by golden chains. This/ slumb^rjnjg, 

smiling, childish face, peeping forth 

from the green silk cpveiings of the pil-i 

lows, resembled a fresh, bursting rose- 

^bud. It was a sight that inspired re- 

'^ect even in those rough soldiers. 

' Devoutly staring, they at first re- 

'maiiied at the door of the roora'i^ then 

/«3t)Wly, and stepping- on the points of 

. ^hfeir-toes, they approadiefl nearer knd 

*suit6T$nded Ihb' cradle, ^ut, remem- 

\ bering the words of their new empress, 

'** Spare his sleep," no one dared to 

touch -the child, or awaken him from his 

feluinb^iC' • :-'•'■' 

In close order the bearded warriors 
pressed around the cradle of the impe- 



rial child, leaning upon their halberds, 
watching for his awaking.* 

It was a rare and admirable picture. 
In the centre, upon its estrade, was the 
splendid cradle of the slumbering child, 
and all around, upon the steps of this 
child-throne, these soldiers with their 
wild and threatening faces, all eyes ex- 
pectantly resting upon the smiling in- 
fantile brow. 

The door now opened, and, her face 
pallid with terror, Ivan's nnrse rushed 
into the room and to the cradle : of her 
imperial nursling. The soldiess; with 
imperioi» glances^ beckoned^ dier to 
await in silence, like thefnselyes^ the 
awaking of the ^emperor. The poor 
wioman spoke not, but her fast-flowing 
tears indicated the depth of her gri^f. 

Time passes. As if under enchant- 
ment, earnest, immovable, silent, stand 
the soldiers. Behind the cradle, her 
eyes and aims raised imploringly tow- 
ard heaven, stands the nurse, while the 
child continues to slumber, smiling in 
itSjSkep^ 

At the expiration of an hour thus 
passed, the imperial infant moves, 
throws up its little rosy arms, opens 
its eyes — ^it is awake I 

A cry of triumph escapes the lips of 
the soldiers — all arms are stretched 
forth to seize him who, an hour before, 
had been their lord and emperor. 

the child, frightened by the aspect 
of these rough soldiers, bursts out into 
a cry of alarm, and stretches out its lit- 
tle arms toward its nurse. 

She takes him in her arms and weeps 
over him. The frightened child buries 
its little face in the bosom of his nurse, 
* Levecque, voL y., p. 227. 
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and the soldiers now convej them 
both to the waiting sledges. The 
dethroned emperor ia quickly trans- 



ported to the dethroned regent at Eliz- 
aheth's palace, who, with hot tears, 
clasps her son to her heart. 



■♦♦♦■ 



OHAPTEE XVI. 



THE REOOMPENSma. 



Meaitwhile, Elizabeth had made her- 
self absolute mistress of the imperial 
palace. Hastening to the throne-room, 
she had taken possession of the throne 
of her father, and administered the oath 
of allegiance to the guards surrounding 
her. 

They lay upon their knees before her, 
these cowardly instruments of despot- 
ism; they bowed their heads in the 
dust, and these four or five thousand 
slaves, to which number the followers 
of the empress already amounted, swore 
fealty to Elizabeth, ready to strangle the 
regent and the young emperor at her 
command, or to serve her the saiiae if, 
peradventure, the regent should regain 
a momentary power.* ' 

While the guards were doing homage 
in the palace, Grfinstein and Woronzow, 
byliestocq's command, led their men to 
MtLnnich's and Ostermann's, and both 
were imprisoned; with them, a great 
number of leading and sudpected per- 
sons, who, perl^aps, might have been 
disposed to draw the sword for Anna 
Leopoldowna. Lestocq had thought of 
every tiling, had considered every thing ; 

♦ " L'AbbS Chappe d'Auteroche," vol. i, p. 188. 



at the same time that he entered 
the regent^s palace with Elizabeth, he 
sent to the printer the manifesto which 
proclaimed Elizabeth as empress. With 
the appearance of the sun in the hori- 
zon, Elizabeth was recognized as em- 
press in the capital, and soon after 
throughout the whole empire. Who 
were they who recognized her ? It was 
not the people, for in Russia there are 
no people — there are only masters and 
slaves. Elizabeth had become empress 
because fortune and Anna Leopoldowr 
na^s generous confidence had favored 
her; not the exigencies of the people, 
nor the tyranny of her predecessor had 
called her to the throne, but she had 
attained to it by the cunning and in- 
trigues of some few confederates. She 
had become empress because Lestocq 
was tired of being only physician to 
a poor princess; because Grttnstein 
thought the position of under-officer 
was far too humble fof him, and be- 
cause Alexis Razuliiovsky, the former 
precentor in the imperial chapel, found 
it desirable to add to his name the title 
of count or prince I 
When St. Petersburg awoke it heard 
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with astonishment the news of a new 
revolntion. From month to month 
flew this astounding announcement: 
"We have changed our rulers I We 
are no longer the servants of the Em- 
peror Ivan, but of the Empress Eliza- 
beth I A new dynasty has arisen, and 
we have a new oath of allegiance to 
take!" 

At first only a few ventured to spread 
this extraordinary intelligence, and these 
few were tremblingly and anxiously 
avoided ; it was dangerous to listen to 
them; people fled from them without 
answering. But as the rumors became 
constautly loader and more significant, 
as at length their truth could be no 
longer doubted, as it became certain 
that the regent and her son were de- 
throned and Elizabeth was established 
in power, all the doubting and anxious 
faces were, as by an electric spark, 
lighted up with joy ; then nothing was 
heard but the cry of triumph and jubi- 
lation; then was Anna Leopoldowna 
loudly cursed by those who had blessed 
her on the preceding day ; then was the 
new Empress Elizabeth loudly lauded 
by those who yesterday had smiled 
with contempt at her powerlessness. 

All again hastened to the imperial 
palace ; the great and the noble again 
brought out their state coaches for the 
purpose of throwing themselves at the 
feet of the new possessor of power and 
swearing a new allegiance ; again noth- 
ing was heard but the sound of univer- 
sal rejoicing, nothiDg seen but faces 
lighted up by ecstasy and eyes glisten- 
ing with tears of joy. And this was, 
in fourteen months, tlie third time that 
they had done homage to a new ruler 



who had as regularly dethroned his pre- 
decessor, and they had each time gone 
through ihe ceremony with the same 
evidences of joy, the same ecstasies, the 
same slavish humility, not commiserat- 
ing the defeated party, but professing 
love and devotion to the victor I 

And as the day dawned on St. Peters- 
burg, as it gloriously beamed upon the 
young empress, as she saw these thou- 
sands of worshipping slaves at her feet, 
Elizabeth's heart swelled with a proud 
joy, and looking down upon the masses 
of humble and devoted subjects, whose 
mistress she was, she felt herself mo- 
mentarily overcome by a deep and holy 
emotion. 

" I will be a mother to this people," 
thought she; "I will love and spare 
them; I will govern them with mild- 
ness; they shall not curse, but adore 
me!" 

Yielding to this first generous im- 
pulse of her heart, Elizabeth rose from 
the throne, and with uplifted hands 
loudly and solemnly swore that she 
would be a mother to her subjects — a 
mother who, when compelled to punish, 
would never forget love and forbear- 
ance ! , 

" No one, however great his crime," 
said she, with flashing eyes — " no one 
shall be punished with death so long as 
I sit upon this throne I From this day 
the punishment of death is abolished in 
my realm! I will punish crime, but I 
will spare the life of the criminal ! " 

When Elizabeth had thus spoken, the 
large hall again resounded with the re- 
joicing shouts of the great and noble — 
men breathed freer and deeper, they 
raised their heads more proudly; for 
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oentnries the aU-powerfnl word of the 
Gzars had swept over the heads of Bas- 
sians like the swoicd of Damocles — it 
now seemed to he removed, and to 
promi^ to each one a longer life, a 
longer nnendangered existence. For 
where was there a suhject of the czars 
who might not at any time he convicted 
of a crime — where an innocent person 
who might not at any moment he con- 
denmed to death? A glance, a smile, 
an inconsiderate word, had often suf- 
ficed to cause a head to fall ! And now 
this eternally present danger seemed 
to he removed I What wonder, then, 
that they raised shouts of joy, that 
they emhraced each other, that they 
loudly and solemnly called down the 
hlessings of Heaven upon this nohle and 
merciful empress I 

During this time of general rejoicing 
among the great and nohle of the realm 
in the hrilliant imperial hails ahove, the 
palace was surrounded hy dense masses 
of people looking up with curiosity at 
the hright windows, and listening with 
astonishment to the joyful shouts that 
reached their ears helow. And when 
they learned the cause of the rejoicing 
ahove, they shrugged their shoulders 
and murmured low : " The empress will 
henceforth punish no one with death I 
What is that to us? That the great 
flhall no more he put to death hy the 
empress, is no concern of ours, the serfs 
of the great ! The empress is powerful, 
but our lords and masters have yet 
more power over us. They will still 
scourge us to death, and the empress 
cannot hinder them I ^' 

That a word of authority from the 
czarina had abolished the punishment 



of death, did not stir them up from 
their dull, expectant silence ; but when 
a messenger from the empress came 
and announced that Elizabeth had or- 
dered a flask of brandy to be given to 
each one of the crowd assembled below, 
that they might drink her health, then 
came life and movement to these stupid 
masses, then their dull faces were dis- 
torted into a friendly grin, then they 
screamed and howled with a brutish 
ecstasy, and they all rushed to the 
opened door to avail themselves of the 
promised benevolence of the empress 
and receive the divine liquor I 

For the great^ the abolition of capital 
punishment — for the people, a flask of 
brandy — ^these were the first rays that 
announced the appearance of the newly- 
rising sun Elizabeth in the horizon of 
her realm ! 

No, — Elizabeth did yet more! — ^in 
this hour she remembered with a grate- 
ful heart the faithful friends who had 
assisted her to the throne ; to reward 
these was her next and most sacred 
duty! 

A nod from her called to her pres- 
ence those thirty grenadiers of the Pre- 
obrsgensky regiment whom Grtlnstein 
had won over, and the empress with a 
gracious smile gave them her hand to 
kiss. 

Then, rising from her throne, and 

» 

glancing at the assembled magnates 
and princes, she said, in a clear and 
flattering tone : " It is service that enno- 
bles, it is fidelity that lends fame and 
splendor. And service and fidelity 
have you rendered and shown to me, 
my faithfid grenadiers ! I will reward 
you as you deserve. From this hour ypu 
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are free ; nay, more, yon are magnates 
of my realm ; you belong, with the 
best of right, to their circle, for, in 
virtne of my imperial power, I raise yon 
to the nobility by creating yon barons, 
all of yon, my thirty MthM grenadiers, 
and yon, GrtLnstein, the leader of this 
faithful band ! Beceive them into yonr 
ranks, my connts and barons, they are 
worthy of yon!" 

Hesitating, not daring to mingle with 
those prond magnates, stood the new 
barons ; but the princes and connts ad- 
yaneed to them with open arms, with 
exclamations of tenderness and assur- 
ances of friendship. Tbe empress had 
spoken, the slaves must obey ; and these 
princes and counts, these generals and 
field-marshals, who yesterday would 
hardly have thrown away a contemptu- 
ous glance upon these grenadiers, now 
called them friends and brothers, and 
were most happy to admit them into 
their circle. 

Elizabeth gave a satisfied glance at 
these hearty greetings : she found it in- 
finitely sweet and agreeable to make so 
many men happy in so easy a manner, 
and with pleasure she recollected that 
she had yet to reward. her coachman 
who had guided her sledge in the great 
and decisive hour. 

She ordered him to be called. A con- 
siderable time elapsed, and all were 
looking expectantly toward the door, 
which finally opened, and, led by four 
lackeys, the coachman stumbled into 
the hall. They had had some trouble in 
finding him, until at length he was dis- 
covered among the people in the court- 
yard, enjoying the brandy distributed 
by order of the empress. From this 



crowd they had withdrawn him in spite 
of his resistance, in order to bring him 
to his sovereign. 

She received the staggering Petro- 
vitch with a gracious smile, she praised 
the danntlessness with which he had 
guided her sledge in that eventfiil night, 
and in gratitude for his good conduct 
she raised him, aa she had the grena- < 
diers, to the rank of a nobleman by 
naming him a baron of the Russian 
empire.* 

Petrovitch listened to her with a 
stupid laugh ; and when the magnates 
crowded around him, offering their 
hands and assuring him of their friend- 
ship, he tremblingly and with effort 
stammered some unmeaning words, and 
falling upon his knees, he bowed his 
head in the dust before these great 
and powerful magnates, humbly kissing 
the hems of their garments, not suspect- 
ing that he was their equal in rank. 

And constantly more brilliant and 
beautiful beamed the imperial graces 
None of Elizabeth's faithful friends and 
servants were forgotten, for she pos- 
sessed a virtue rare among princes — 
she was grateful. 

She named Lestocq her first physi- 
cian, president of the medical college, 
and membOT of her privy council. She 
made GrQnstein an imperial aide-de- 
camp, with the rank of brigadier-gen- 
eral ; and Woronzow a count and her 
first chamberlain. 

Then, at last, she repeated the name 
of her friend Alexis Razumovsky. Her 
fair brow lighted up as with a refiected 

* Maiinstelii, " M^moireSf Historlqnea, FoUti- 
ques, et Militaires ear la Bassie;^* Levecqae, 
" Histoire de Eussie." 
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flimbeam on his approaching her throne 
and, holding oat to him both hands, 
she said alond : ^' Alexis BazumoYsky, 
I haye you most to thank for my sno- 
cess in dispossessing the usurpers who 
had robbed me of my father's throne ; 
for your wise counsels gave me cour- 
age and force: be then, henceforth, 
next to my throne, my chamberlain, 
Oount BazumoYsky 1 " 

Bending a knee before her, Alexis 
gratefully kissed her beloYed hand, and 
the counts and gentlemen surrounded 
him, loudly praising the great wisdom 
of the empress, whose diYine penetra- 
tion enabled her eYcry where to discoYer 
and rew^d true sendee ! 

^'Ah,'' sighed Elizabeth, when, on the 
eYening of this glorious day, she was 
again alone Vith her confidential 
friends, "ah, my friends, I haYC now 
complied with your wishes and allowed 
you to make an empress of me I But for- 
get not, Lestocq, that I haYC become em- 
press only on condition that I am not 
to be troubled with business and state 
affidrs. This has been a day of great 
exertion and fatigue, and I hope you 
will henceforth leaYe me in repose. I 
haYe done what you wished, I afai em- 
press, and haYC rewarded you for your 
aid, but now I also demand my reward, 
and that is undisturbed peace I Once 
for all, in my private apartments no one 
is to speak of state affairs, here I will 
haYC repose ; you can carry on the goY- 
emment through your bureaux and 
ehanceUeries ; I will have nothing to do 
with itl Here we will be gay and 
enjoy life. Oome here, my Alexis, — 
come here and teU me if this imperial 
crown is becoming, and whether you 



found me fair in my ermine-trimmed 
purple mantle?'* 

"My lofty empress is always the 
fairest of women," tenderly responded 
Alexis. 

"Call me not empress," said she, 
drawing him closer to her. "That 
brings again to mind all the hardships 
and wearinesses I have this day encoun- 
•tered." 

" Only yet a moment, your mi^esty ; 
let me remind you that you are now 
empress, and, as such, have duties to 
perform! "pressingly exclaimed Lestocq. 
" You have this day exercised the pleas- 
antest right of your imperial power — HiQ 
right of rewarding and making happy. 
But there remains another and not less 
important duty; your msjesty must now 
think of punishing. The regent, and 
her husband and son, are prisoners ; as, 
also, are MUnnich, Ostermann, Oount 
LOwenwald, and Julia you Mengden. 
You must tliink of judging and punish- 
ing thetu." 

Elizabeth had paid no attention to 
him. She was whispering and laughing 
with Alexis, who had let down her long 
dark hair, and was now playfully twin- 
ing it around her white neck. 

"Ah, you have not listened to me, 
your msyesty," impatiently cried Le- 
stocq. " You must, howeYcr, for a few 
moments remember your new dignity, 
and direct what is to be done with the* 
imprisoned traitors." 

" Only see, Alexis, how this new lord 
privy counsellor tpases me," sighed the 
princess, and, turning to Lestocq, she 
continued : " I think you should under- 
stand the laws better than I, and should 
know how traitors are punished." 
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'^In all countries high-treason is 
punished with death,'* said Lestooq, 
gloomily. 

"Well, let these traitors &re accord- 
ing to the common nsage, and kill 
them," responded Elizabeth, comforta- 
bly extending herself qpon the divan. 

" But your miy esty has this day abol- 
ished the punishment of death." 

"Have I so ? Ah, yes, I now remem-* 
her.* Well, as I have said it, I must keep 
my word." 

" And the regent. Prince Ulrich, the 
so-called Emperor Ivan, Counts Oster- 
mann, MtLnnich, LOwenwald, as well as 
Julia von Mengden, and the other pris- 
oners, are all to remain unpunished? " 

" Can they be punished in no other 
way than by death ? " impatiently asked 
Elizabeth. " Have we not prisons and 
the knout ? Have we not Siberia and 
the rack? Punish these traitors, then, 
as you think best. I give you full pow- 
ers, and, if it must be so, wUl even take 
the trouble to affix my ngnature to your 
sentence." 

" But we cannot scourge the regent or 
her son ? " 

"No," said Elizabeth, with vehem- 
ence, " these you must permit to go free 
and without hinderance to Germany; 
your judicial powers will oot extend to 
them. It shall not be said that Eliza- 
beth has delivered up her aunt and 
cousin to torture for the purpose of se- 
curing her own advantage. Let them 
go hence free and unobstructed I I tell 
you this is my express, imperial will I " 

And Elizabeth, exhausted by so great 
an effort, leaned her head upon the 
shoulder of Al^s, mechanically playing 
with his locks. 



"And Mtlnnich and Ostermazm?" 
asked Lestocq. 

"if<9n Dieu! will, then, this annoy- 
ance never cease?" impatiently ex- 
claimed the empress. " What are Mlkn- 
nich and Ostermann to me? I know 
them not; they have never iigured and 
are whoDy indifferent to me. Do with 
them as you and your colleagues thii^ 
best, I shall not trouble myself about it 
Judge, condemn, punish them, it is all 
one to me— only their lives must be 
spared, as I have promised that no one 
shall be p^ished with death." 

" I may, then, announce to the conn- ' 
cil that you will confirm their sen- 
tence ? " 

" Yes, yes, certainly," cried Elizabeth, 
springing up. " Scourge, banish them, 
do what you please, but leave me in 
peace! Come, my Alexis, this gogd 
Lestocq is insufferable to-day; he will 
annoy us to death if we remain any 
longer here! Come, we will escape 
from him and his serious face I Oh, we 
have much more serious subjects of con- 
versation. To-morrow is my grand gala 
dinner, and we have my toilet to 
examine, to be certain that every thing 
is in the proper order. And then the 
baU toilet for the evening, which is far 
more important. I shall open fhe ball 
with a PoUmrume, You promised me, 
Alexis, to practise with me the new tour 
which the Marquis de la Chetardie de- 
scribes as the latest Parisian mode. 
Come, let us essay this tour. For a new 
empress, at her first court baU, there is 
nothing more important than that she 
should perform her duty as leader of 
the dance with propriety and grace. 
Qmck, therefore, to the work I Give 
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me your hand — ^and now, Alexis, let ns 
commence. Sing a melody to it, and 
then it will go better.'' 

Alexis began to sing a Pohmunse, and, 
taking the hand of the, empress, they 
oommenced the practice of the new Po- 
lonnaUs tour. 

"So, that is right," said he, inter- 
rapting his singing, " that is very fine. 
Now let go my hand and tnm prondly 
and mf^estically aronnd. Beantifally 
done! Now a half tarn sideward. One, 
two, three — ^la, la, la, tra lal " 

" Yet one more qnestion," interposed 

* Lestocq; " may the council of state sit 

in jndgment npon LOwenwald and de 

MengdeD, and will yon confirm their 

dedsion?" 



" One, two, three— tra, la, la I " sang 
Alexis, and the empress whirled and 
made her graceful tuni, as he had 
taught her. 

Lestocq repeated his question to the 
empress. 

Elizabeth was precisely in the most 
difficult tour. 

"Yes, yes," she breathlessly cried, 
"I deliver them all over to you; 
scourge them, punish them, send them 
to Siberia — whatever you think best I 
Halt, Alexis, we must try this tour over 
again. But, indeed, I think I shall ac- 
quit myself very well in it." 

"Heavenly!" cried Alexis. "Once 
more, then I One, two, three — ^la, la, 
la,tralal" 



-♦♦•- 



CHAPTER XVII. 



FUNTSHMENT. 



" PmnsH them all, all! " had Eliza- 
beth said, "but the regent, her husband, 
and her son— them you will permit to 
return to Germany ! " 

"We must accomplish the will of 
the empress, and therefore let them 
gol" 

" We will obey her commands," said 
Lestocq to Alexis Bazumovsky. " We 
must let them go free, but it would be 
dangerous to let them ever reach Grer- 
many. With their persons they would 
preserve their rights and their claims, 



and Elizabeth would always stand in 
fear of this regent and this young grow- 
ing emperor, whose claims to the impe- 
rial Bussian crown are incontestable. 
You alone, Bazumovsky, can turn away 
this danger from the head of the em- 
press, by convincing her of its reality, 
and inducing her to change her mind. 
Beflect that the safety of the empress is 
our own ; reflect that, as we have risen 
with her, so shall we fall with her ! " 

" Bely upon me," said Alexis, with a 
confident smile; "this regent and her 
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young Emperor Ivoa shall never pass 
the Bnssian boundary 1 Let them now 
go, bnt send a strong guard with them, 
and travel by slow marches, that our 
conriers may be able to overtake them 
at a later period. That is all yon have 
to do in the case J' 

And, humming a sentimental song, 
Alexis repaired to the apartments of the 
empress. 

Before the back door of the palace 
Elizabeth had occupied as princess, a 
travelling-sledge was waiting. Gayly 
sounded and clattered the bells on the 
six small horses attached to the sledge ; 
gayly did the postilions blow their 
horns, and with enticing calls resound- 
ed the thundering /<3t7^ar« through the 
cold winter air. 

To those for whom this sledge was 
destined, this call sounded like a greet- 
ing from heaven. It was to them the 
dove with the olive-branch, announcing 
to them the end of their torments; it 
was the messenger of peace, which gave 
them back their freedom, their lives, 
and perhaps even happiness. They 
were to return to Germany, their loug- 
missed home; hastening through the 
Russian snow-fieldd, they would soon 
reach a softer climate, where they 
would be surrounded by milder man- 
ners and customs. What was it to An- 
na that she was to be deprived of earthly 
elevation and power — ^what cared she 
that she henceforth would no more have 
the pleasure of commanding others? 
^he was free, free from the task of rul- 
ing slaves and humanizing barbarians ; 
free from the constraint of greatness, 
and, finally, free to live in conformity 
with her own inclinations, and perhaps, 



ah, perhaps, to found a happiness, tb 
bare dreaming of which already cam 
her heart to tremble with unspeakable 
ecstasy. 

Again and again the far^iireg re- 
sounded without. Anna, weeping, tore 
herself fr^m the arms of Julia. She had 
in vain implored the favor of taking 
JuUa von Mengden with her. Elizabeth 
had refused it, and, in this refusal, she 
had pronounced the sentence of the fa," 
vorite — ^this was understood by both 
Julia and Anna. 

They held each other in a last em- 
brace. Anna wept hot tears, but JuHa 
remained calm, and even smiled. 

"They may eend me to Siberia, if 
they please, my heart wiU remain warm 
under the coldness of the Siberian cli- 
mate, and this great happiness of know- 
ing that you and yours are saved they 
cannot rend from me; that will be 
for me a talisman against all misfor- 
tunes I " * 

"But I," sadly responded Anna— 
" shall I not always be tortured by the 
reflection that it is I who have been the 
cause of your misfortunes? Are you 
not condemned because you loved and 
were true to me ? Ah, does love, then, 
deserve so hard a punishment ? *' 

" The punishment passes, but love re- 
mains," calmly responded Jnlia. " That 
will always be my consolation." 

" And mine also," sighed Anna. 

" You will not need it," said Julia, 
with a smile. " Yon, at least, will be 
happy." 

Anna sighed again, and her cheek 
paled. A dark and terrible image 
arose in her soul, and she shudderingly 
whispered: 
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• ** Ah,' "ffould that w« were once be- 
yond the Bussiau bonndary, for then, 
fii^t, shall we be free.^' 

*' Then let ns hasten onr jonmey," 

said Prince Ulrich ; " once in the sledge, 

and. every minute brings ns nearer to 

freedom and happiness. Only hear 

Jiow the horns are calling ns, Anna-^ 

tiiey call ns to Germany ! Oome, take 

your son, wrap him dose in your furred 

Mantle, and let ns hasten away — ^away 

from here!'* , 

The prince laid little Iran in the 
arms of his wife, and drew ber away 
^ith hixD. 

"Farewell, farewell, my JnUal " cried 
Anna, as she took her seat in the 
sledge. 

"Farewell! " was echoed as a low 
epirit-breatb from the palace. 

Shuddering, Anna pressed her child 
to her bosom, and cast an anxiously in- 
terrogating glance at her husband, who 
was sitting by her. 

"Be calm, tranquillize yourself— it 
will all be well," said the latter, with a 
fimile. 

The postilion blew his horn— the 
horses started; gayly resounded the 
tones of the ralver bells; with a light 
whizzing, away flew the sledge over the 
snow. It bore thence a dethroned em- 
peror and his overthrown family ! 

Bapidly did this richly-laden sledge 
pass through the streets, but, following 
it, was a troop of armed, grim-looking 
soldiers, like unwholesome ravens fol- 
lowing their certain booty. 

At about the same hour, another 
armed troop passed through the streets 
of St. Petersburg. With drawn swords 
they surrounded two olosely-oovered 



sledges, the mysterious occupants of 
which no one was allowed to descry 1 
The train made a halt at the same gate 
through which the overthrown imperial 
family had just passed. The soldiers 
surrounded the sledges in close ranks ; 
no one was allowed a glimpse at those 
who alighted from them. 

But these extra precautions of the 
soldiery were unnecessary, as nobody 
wished to see the unfortunate objects. 
Every one timidly glanced aside, that 
they might not, by looking at the poor 
creature^ bring themselves into suspi- 
cion of favoring men suffering under 
the displeasure of the governmebt. 
But though they looked not at them, 
every one knew who they were; though 
they dared not speak to each other, 
every one tremblingly said to himself: 
"There goMtlnnich and.Ostermann to 
their trials ! " 

Mtlnnich and Ostermann, the faithful 
servants of Peter the Great — ^Mtlnnich, 
whom Prince Eugene called "his be- 
loved pupil ; " Ostermann, of whom the 
dying Ozar Peter said he had never 
caught him in a fault ; that he was the 
only honest statesman in Bussia — ^MOn- 
nich and Ostermann, those two great 
statesmen to whom Bussia was chiefly 
indebted for what civilization and culti- 
vation she had acquired, were now ac- 
cused of high-treason, and sent for trial 
before a commission commanded to find 
them guilty and to punish them. They 
were to be put out of the way because 
they were feared, and to be feared was 
held as a crime deserving death ! 

Firm and courageous stood they be- 
fore their judges. In this hour old Os- 
termann had shaken off his illness and 
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thrown away the shield of his phymcal 
sufferings I He would not intrench him- 
self behind his age and his sickness ; he 
would be a man, and boldly offer his 
unprotected breast to the murderous 
weapons of his enemies I 

For, that he was lost he knew I A 
single glance at his judges made him 
certain of it, and from this moment his 
features wore a calm and contemptuous 
smile, an unchangeable expression of 
scorn. With an ironic curiosity he fol- 
lowed his judges through the labyrinth 
of artfully contriyed captious questions 
by which they hoped to entangle him ; 
occasionally he gave himself, as it were 
for his own amusement, the appearance 
of voluntarily being caught in their 
nets, until he finally by a side spring 
tore their whole web to pieces and 
laughingly derided his judges for not 
being able to convict him ! 

He was accused of having, by his 
cabals alone, after the death of Catha- 
rine, effected the elevation to the throne 
of Anna, Duchess of Courland. And 
yet they very well knew that precisely 
at that time Ostermann had for weeks 
pretended to be suffering from illness, 
for the very purpose of avoiding any 
intermingling with state affairs. They 
accused him of having suppressed the 
testament of Catharine, and yet that 
testament had been published in all the 
official journals of the time ! 

Ostermann laughed loud at all of 
these childish accusations. * 

"Ah,'* said he, "should I be sitting 
in your places, and you all, though in- 
nocent, should be standing accused be- 
fore me, my word for it, I would so in- 
volve you in questions and answers that 



you would be compelled to confess your 
guilt! But you do not nnderst&od 
questioning, and old Ostermann is a slj 
fox that does not allow himself to be 
easily caught ! The best way will be 
for you to declare me guilty, though I 
am no criminal; for as your empress 
has commanded that I should be foimd 
guilty, it would certainly be in me a 
crime worthy of death not to be guilty." 

"You dare to deride our empress!" 
cried one of the judges. 

" Aha I " said Ostermann, laughing, 
" I have there thrown you a bait^ and 
you, good judicial fishes, bite directly 1 
That is very well, yon are now in a 
good wayl Only go on, and I will 
help you to find me guilty, if it be only 
of simple high-treason. It will then be 
left to the mercy of your empress to de- 
clare me convicted of threefold high- 
treason! Go on, go on! " 

But Mttnnich showed himself less un- 
ruffled and sarcastic in the face of his 
judges. These never-ending qnestions, 
this ceaseless teasing abont trifles, ex- 
hausted his patience at last. He wea- 
ried of continually turning aside these 
laughably trivial accusations, of convin- 
cing his judges of his innocence, and 
making them ashamed of the nature of 
the proofs adduced. 
^ "Let it suffice," said he, at length to 
his judges ; " after hours of vain labor, 
you see that in this way yon will never 
attain your end. I will propose to you a 
better and safer course. Write down 
your questions, and append to each the 
answer you desire me to give ; I will 
then sign the whole protocol and dedare 
it correct." ♦ 

Leveoqae, vol. v., p. S85. 
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^'^ Are you in earnest ? *' joyMly asked 
t^G judges. 
^^ Qnite in earnest 1 " proudly answered 

They ^ere shameless enough to ac- 
cept his offer ; they troubled him with 
1^0 more questions, but wrote in the 
protocol such answers as would best 
suit the purpose of his jndges. 

In these answers Mflnnich declared 
himself guilty of all the crimes laid to 
his charge, acknowledged himself to be 
a traitor, and deserving death. 

When they had finished their artistic 
labor, they handed to MtUmich the pen 
for his signature. 

He calmly took the pen, and, while 
affixing his signature, said with a con- 
temptnons smile: '^WasI not right? 
In this^way it is rendered much easier 
for you to make of me a very respect-* 
able criminal, and I have only the trou- 
ble of writing my name I I thank you, 
gentlemen, for this indulgence." 

Quick and decisive as were the hear- 
ings, now followed the sentences. 
Ostermann was condemned to be bro- 
ken on the wheel, MOnnich to be quar- 
tered, and the two ministers, Ldwen- 
wald and Golopkin, to the axe I 

But Elizabeth had promised her 
people that no one should be punished 
with death ;' she must abide by that 
promise, and she did. She com- 
muted the punishment of the con- 
demned, as also of Julia von Meng- 
den, into banishment to Siberia for life. 
"Wliat a grace I and even this grace was 
first communicated to Ostermann after 
his old limbs had been bound to the 
wheel and his executioners were on the 
point of crushing him I 



But even in this extreme moment 
Count Ostermann's calm heroism did 
not forsake him. 

*'I was convinced that such would be 
the result I " he calmly said, quietly 
stretching his released limbs ; ^' this Em- 
press Elizabeth has not the courage to 
break her oath by chopping off a few 
heads! It is a pity. On the wheel it 
might have become a little warm for 
me, but in Siberia it wiU be fearfully 
cold." 

From the windows of her palace Eliz- 
abeth had witnessed the preparations for 
this pretended execution; and as she 
knew that at last their punishment 
would be commuted, she was amused 
to see the solemn earnestness and the 
death-shudder of the condemned. It 
was a very entertaining hour that she 
and her Mends passed at that window, 
and the comical face of old Ostermann, 
the proud gravity of Count MtUinich, 
the folded hands and heaven-directed 
glances of Gblopkin and L5wenwald, 
had often made her laugh until the 
tears ran down her cheeks. 

^' That was a magnificent comedy ! " 
said she, retreating from the window 
when the condemned were released 
from their bands and raised into the 
vehicles that were immediately to start 
with them for Siberia. " Yes, it was, 
indeed, very amusing I But tell me, 
Lestocq, where are they about to take 
old Count Ostermann ? " 

"To the most northerly part of Sibe- 
ria I " calmly replied Lefttocq. 

" Poor old man I " sighed Elizabeth ; 
" it must be very sad for him thus to 
pass his last years in suffering and de- 
privation." 
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Lestocq seemed not to have heard 
her remark, and langhingly oontinned : 
" To Mtlnnioh I have thonght to apply a 
jest of his own." 

"Ah, a jest I" cried Elizabeth, sud- 
denly brightening ap. " Let ns hear it. 
yon know I lore a jest, it is so amns- 
ing I Quick, therefore, let ns hear it I " 
* '* Perhaps your m^esty may remem- 
ber Biron, Duke of Oourland," said Le- 
stocq. " Count MfLnnich, as you know, 
overthrew him, and placed Anna Leo- 
poldowua in the regency. Biton has 
ever since lived at Pelym in Siberia, and, 
indeed, in a house of which Monnich 
himself drew the plan, the rooms of 
which are so low that poor Biron, who 
is as tall as Mtlnnich, could never stand 
erect in them. The good Mtlnnich, he 
was very much devoted to the duke, 
and hence in pure friendship invented 
this means of reminding him, every 
hour in the day, of the architect of his 
house, his friend IJiCtonich ! " 

"Ah, you promised us a jest, and 
you are there repeating an old and well- 
known story I " interposed the empress, 
yawning. 

" Now comes the joke I " continued 
Lestocq. " We have transferred Biron to 
another colony, and Herr Munnich will 
occupy the poetical pleasare-house of 
his friend Biron at Pelym." * 

"Ah, that is delightful, in fact!" 
cried Elizabeth, clapping her little hands. 
" How will Munnich curse himself for 
cruelty which now comes home to him- 
self I That is very witty in you, Herr 
Lestocq; very laughable, is it not, Alex- 
is? But. Alexis, you do not laugh at 



* Levecqne, vol v., p. 285; Mannflteln, M^ 
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all; you look sad. What is the matter 
with you? Who has disobliged, who 
has wounded you ? " 

Alexis sighed. " You yourself!" he 
said, in a low tone. 

"I?" exclaimed the astonished em- 
press. " I could not be so inhuman 1 " 

" Ko, only to wound me by refusing 
the first request I addressed to you! " 

"Name your request once more, I 
have forgotten it! " said Elizabeth, with 
vehemence. 

Alexis Baznmovsky fell upon his 
knees before her, and, imploringly rais- 
ing his hands, said : 

"Elizabeth, my empress, have com- 
passion for my care and anxiety on 
your account ; leave me not to tremble 
for your safety! Grant me the happi- 
ness of seeing you unthreatened and 
free from danger in your greatness and 
splendor! Oh, Elizabeth, listen to the 
prayer of your faithful servant — ^let not 
this Anna Leopoldowna pass the bonn- 
dary of your realm — ^let not your most 
deadly enemy escape 1 " 

"Oh, grant his prayer," cried Le- 
stocq, kneeling beside Alexis; "there is 
wisdom in his words; listen to him 
rather than to the too great generosity 
of your own heart I Let not your ene- 
mies escape, but seize them while they 
are yet in your power I " 

"Elizabeth, greatest and fairest wo- 
man on earth," implored Alexis, "have 
compassion for my anxiety; I shall 
never laugh again, never be cheerftQ, if 
you allow these your most dangerous 
enemies to withdraw themselves from 
your power I " 

Elizabeth bent down to him with a 
smile of tenderness, and laid her left 
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hand upon his locks, while with her 
Hght she gently raised his head to her- 
self. 

"Love you me, then, so very much, 

^y Alexis," she asked, "that you suffer 

"With anxiety for my safety ? Ah, that 

xnakes me happy — ^that fills my whole 

heart with joy I Only look at him, Le- 

stocq; see how heautifulheis, and tlien 

say whether one can refuse the prayer 

of those heavenly eyes, those pleading 

Kps?" 

" You will, then, grant my prayer? " 
exnldngly asked Alexis. 

"Well, yes," tenderly responded she, 
"fidnce there is no other means of ren- 
dering you again cheerful and happy, 
I must, indeed^ consent to the fulfil- 
ment of your wishes, and not let my en- 
emies quit the] country if it he yet pos- 
sihie to retain them." 

"They have proceeded by slow 
marches, and can hardly now have 
arrived in Riga, where they are to 
rest several days," said Lestocq. *^There 
will consequently be time for a courier 
yet to rekch them with your counter- 
order. " 

^' And he must be dispatched immedi- 
ately I " said Alexis, pressing the hand 
of the empress to his lips. "In this 
hour will my kind and gracious em- 
press sign the command for the arrest 
of Anna Leopoldowna, her husband, and 
her son ! " 

" Already another signature I " sighed 
Elizabeth. " How you annoy me with 
this eternal signing and countersigning I 
Will it, then, never have an end ? I 
already begin to hate my name, because 
of being compelled so often to write it 
under your musty old documents. Why 



did the emperor, my deceased father, 
give me so long a name ?-~a shorter one 
would now relieve me of half my 
labor!" 

But in spite of her lamentings, Eliz- 
abeth nevertheless, a quarter of an 
hour later, subscribed the order to ar- 
rest the regent, her husband, and son, 
and shut them up, preliminarily, in the 
citadel of Riga. 

"So now I hope you will again be 
happy and cheerful," said she, throwing 
away the pen, and with a tender glance 
at Raiumovsky. " Come, look at me — I 
have done all you wished ; let us now 
be gay and take our pleasure." 

And while Elizabeth was jesting and 
laughing with Alexis^ Lestocq, taking the 
newly-signed order, hurried away to. 
dispatch his courier. 

At length they had reached the Ikh*- 
ders of this feared, pernicious Russian 
empire. They now needed no longer to 
tremble, no longer to glance anxiously 
around them, or listen with fear at the 
slightest sound. Only a short quarter 
of an hour and the boundary will be 
passed and liberty secured ! 

They had made a halt at a small pub- 
lic house near the boundar}\ The 
horses were to be changed there, and 
there the soldiers of the escort were to 
get their last taste of Russian brandy 
before crossing the border. 

Anna and her husband have remained 
in the sledge. She holds her son in 
her arms, she presses him to her bo- 
som, full of exulting maternal joy : for 
he is now saved, this poor little emper- 
or ; Anna has now no longer to fear 
that her son will be torn from her — ^he 
is saved — ^he belongs to her ; she can re- 
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joice in his childish beantj, in Hie 
happy consciousness of safety; 

She has thrown back the onrtains 
of the sledge. She felt no cold. With 
joy-beaming eyes she looked forward to 
that blessed land beyond the boundary I 
There, where upon its tall 8ta£El the 
Russian flag floated high in the air, 
there freedom and happiness were to be- 
gin for her— there will she find agahi 
her youth and her maiden dreams, her 
cheerfulness and her pleasure — there is 
freedom — golden, heavenly freedom! 

She is so happy at this moment that 
she loves all and every one. For the 
first time she feels a sort of tenderness 
for her husband, who, patiently bearing 
all in silence, had complained and wept 
only for her. Gently she reclined her 
head upon his shoulder, and with a cry 
of ecstasy the prince encircled her neck 
with his arms. 

"Oh, my husband," she whispered, 
with overflowing eyes, "look there, 
over there I There is our future, there 
will we seek for happiness. Perhaps 
we may unitedly find it in the same 
path, for we have here a sweet bond to 
hold our hands together. I/)ok at him, 
your son. Ulrich, you are the father of 
my child I Grant my heart only a little 
repose, and perhaps we may yet be hap- 
py with each other." 

Prince Ulrich's eyes were suffused 
with tears; he experienced a moment 
of the purest happiness. He impressed 
a kiss upon the brow of his wife, and in 
a low tone called her by the tenderest 
names. 

The child awoke and smilingly looked 
up from Annans bosom to both of his 
parents. Anna lifted up the little Ivan. 



"Look there, my son," said she— 
" there you will no longer be an e^lp€^ 
or, but you will have the right to be a ^ 
free and happy man. No crown awaits 
you there, but fireedom, worth more than 
aU the crowns of the world." 

little Ivan exffltingly stretched forth 
his tiny arms, as if he would draw down 
to his childish heart this future and this 
freedom so highly lauded by his 
mother. 

And, like the child, the parents 
looked smilingly out upon the broad ex- 
panse that stretched away before them. 

Look only forward, constantly for- 
ward, where the skies are dear, and 
dream of happiness I Look forward- 
no, turn not backward your glance, for 
the horizon darkens in your rear ; mis- 
fortune is closely following upon your 
track I You see it not, you look only 
forward, and still you smile. 

It draws nearer and nearer, this black 
cloud of evil. It is the ravens, the 
booty-scenting ravens who are followr 
ing you I 

Look forward, dream yourselves hap- 
py, and smile yet. What would it help 
you to look back? You cannot escape 
the calamity I 

Nearer and nearer, with a wild cry, 
rush on these ravens of misfortune; 
the air already bears detached sounds to 
Anna's ears. 

She trembles. It is as if her boding soul 
scented the approaching evil. Pressing 
her child closer to her bosom, she gives 
her husband her hand. 

The horses are attached to the sledge, 
and the soldiers leave the public house. 
All is ready for the train to go on over 
the boimdary. The postilions draw the 
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rein I ISTow a wild cry of "Halt! 
halt I" 

The soldiers bear tip, the postilions 
kaltl 

** Forward I forward I *' shrieks Prince 
nij-ich, in mortal anguish. 

*' Halt 1 in the name of the empress I " 

cried an officer, who came rushing past 

^pon a foaming steed, and he handed to 

the commander of the escort an open 

writing, furmshed with the imperial 

seal. 

The commander turned to the pos- 
tilions. 

" To the right about, toward Riga ! " 
ordered he, and then, turning to the 
trembling princely pair, he said: "In 
the name of the empress, you are my 
prisoners ! I am directed to conduct 
you to the citadel of Riga! " 



With a loud groan, Anna sinks into 
the arms of her husband. He consoles 
her with the most soothing and affec- 
tionate words ; he has thought, sorrow, 
only for her — ^he feels not for himself, 
but only for her. 

For a moment Anna was overpow- 
ered by this unexpected horror ; then 
she calmly rose erect, and pressed her 
son more closely to her bosom. 

"We are all lost," whispered she, 
"prisoners forever! Poor child — poor, 
unhappy husband ! " 

"Despair not," said Prince Ulrich, 
" all may yet turn out well ! Who knows 
how soon aid may reach us I " 

Anna lightly shook her head, and, 
thinking of the last words of her friend, 
she murmured low : " Punishment pass- 
es, but love remains! " 



♦♦• 



CHAPTER XVIII. 



THE PALACE OF THE EMPRESS. 



The new empress, Elizabeth, had re- 
warded and punished, and with that she 
tlbought she had finished her imperial 
labors and forever dismissed all her dif- 
ficulties. 

" I have shaken off my imperial bur- 
dens," said she to her friends; "let us 
now be^n to enjoy the imperial pleas- 
ures. Ah I we shall lead a pleasant life 
in this splendid palace. My first law is 
this : No, one shall speak to me of gov- 
ernment business or state affairs. I will 



have nothing to do with such things, do 
you hear ? For what purpose do I have 
my ministers and my council ? Go yon 
with such wearisome questions to my 
grand chancellor, Tscherkaskoy, and my 
minister, Bestuscheff ; they shall govei^i 
for me. I can demand that of them, as 
I pay them for it. If you seek an of- 
fice, if you have invented any thing for 
promoting the welfare of the country, 
if you have found any official abuse, or 
discovered any conspiracy, then go tO; 
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Bestuscheff or to Woronzow, or also to 
Lestocq — spare me! But when yon 
have a grace to demand, when yon need 
money, when yon desire a title or or- 
ders, then come to me, and I will satis- 
fy yonr wishes. We have mnch money, 
many ribbons for orders, and as for ti- 
tles, they are the cheapest and most 
convenient of all, as they cost absolutely 
nothing. Ah, a jest just now occurs to 
me. We will amuse ourselves a little 
to-day. We will have a title-auction. 
Call our courtiers, attendants, and ser- 
vants. We shall have a gay time of it I 
We will have a game at dice. Bring 
the dice! I will at each throw an- 
nounce the prize, and the dice shall then 
decide who is the winner ! " 

They all gathered around her; the 
noble gentlemen of her body-guard, 
consisting of the grenadiers who had 
been raised to nobility and created 
officers at the commencement of her 
reign. They came noisily, with singing 
and laughing, and saluting their em- 
press, Elizabeth, with a thundering 

" First of all, let us drink your health, 
sir captain ! " said she, ordering wine to 
be brought, as well as brandy of the 
costly sort she had lately received as a 
present from the greatest distiller of her 
capital, to which she herself was very 
partial. 

Loudly clinked their glasses, loudly 
was shouted a viva to the empress, 
which Elizabeth laughingly accepted by 
offering them her hands to kiss, and 
was delighted when they fell into ecsta- 
sies over the beauty and freshness of 
those hands. 

"IS'ow, silence, gentlemen of the 



body-guard ! " she cried. " I, your cap — 
tain, command attention I " 

And, when silence was established.^ 
she continued : " We will have a gam^s- 
at dice, and titles and orders, gold ancK- 
brandy, shall be the prizes for whicl^ 
you shall contend ! " 

"Ah, that is magnificent, that is i»> 
glorious game I " exclaimed they all. 

" The first prize," said Elizabeth, "i» 
the position of privy councillor! Now 
take the dice, gentlemen ! " 

They began to throw the dice, with 
laughter and shouting when they had 
thrown a high number — with lamenta- 
tions and stamping of the feet when it 
was a low one. 

In the meanwhile Elizabeth listlessly 
stretched herself upon a divan, and 
laughingly said to Alexis, who sat by 
her side : " Oh, it is very pleasant to be 
an empress. Only see how happy they 
all are, and it is I alone who make 
them so ; for out of these common sol- 
diers I have created respectable officers, 
and have converted serfs into barons 
and gentlemen! I thank yon, Alexis, 
for impelling me to become an em- 
press. It is a noble pleasure, and I 
should now be unwilling to return to 
that still and uneventful life that for- 
merly pleased me so weUI I will so 
manage that the Empress Elizabeth 
shall be as little troubled with labor 
and business as the princess, and the 
empress can doubtlessly procure for 
herself more pleasures than could the 
princess! Yes, certainly, I will now 
remain what I am, an empress by the 
grace of God I " 

A thundering shout and loud laugh- 
ter here interrupted Elizabeth. Th^ 
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dioe bad decided I The CQok of the 
empress had won, and become a coun- 
cillor of state. 

lElizabeth laughed. ^^ These dice are 

very witty," said she, "for certainly the 

<5ook must he a privy councillor I I es- 

talDlish you in your dignity, Feodor, 

your title is recognized! Now for a 

ii©w trial. Two thousand rubles is the 

prize, which I think of more value than 

atitlel" 

There was a zealous pressing and 
shoving, a pushing and puflSng; every 
one desired to be the first to get hold of 
the dice and struggle for the rich prize. 
There were many ungentle encounters, 
many a thrust in the ribs, many invec- 
tives, many a gross, unseemly word ; 
the empress saw all, heard all, laughed 
at all, and said to Alexis: "These 
gentlemen are very practical! Two 
thousand rubles are estimated by them 
at a higher rate than the proudest 
title. I comprehend that a title is a 
nonsensical thing, of which no real use 
can be made, but what beautifiil dresses 
can be bought with two thousand ru- 
bles ! And that reminds me that you 
have not yet told me how you like this 
dress of mine I You take so little no- 
tice of my toilet, dearest, and yet it is 
only for you that I change my dress 
seven or eight times a day ; I would, 
every hour, please you better and bet- 
ter." 

"Oh, no dressing is necessary for 
that," tenderly responded Alexis; and 
stooping, he whispered some words in 
her ear which pleased her well, and 
made her laugh heartily. 

Meanwhile the dicing continued. 
Blind luck scattered her gifts in the 



strangest manner ; under-officers of the 
palace attained to high titles, and high 
ofiicers with laughing faces won pipes 
of brandy ; barons of the body-guard, 
made of men who but a few days be- 
fore had been serfs, were seen ap- 
proaching the miiTors with vain cox- 
combry to see the effect of orders just 
won by a cast of the dice, or with 
greedy avidity pocketing the rubles 
which fortune had thrown to them I 

It was a jovial and brilliant evening, 
and, in dismissing her friends, Elizabeth 
promised them many repetitions of it. 

And she kept her word. Frenzied 
merry-makings, pleasures and festivals 
of the roughest sorts were now the 
principal occupation of the new em- 
press. The amusement of her court, 
the providing it with new festivals and 
pleasures, she considered as the first and 
most important of her imperial duties; 
and these alone she endeavored to fulfil. 

But who composed her court, and of 
what elements did it consist ? " 

Elizabeth found the presence of her 
serious official councillors very tiresome, 
as they knew not how to make them- 
selves agreeable; she found the sur- 
rounding of herself with the respectable 
ladies of her court to be very incom- 
modj^ous, as there might some day be 
found among them one with a hand- 
somer or more tastefiil toilet than her- 
self, or, indeed, one who might dare 
to be of a finer type of beauty than she I 
She therefore gladly avoided inviting 
the distinguished men of her court with 
their wives, or the higher class of state 
officials. It was far more convenient, 
far more agreeable, to surround herself 
with frivolous and handsome young 
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men. They knew how to laugh and be 
cheerfnl, and she was thns sure that no 
other lady wonld be there to dispute 
with her the palm of beauty. 

Elizabeth was not proud. She cared 
not whether noble blood flowed in the 
veins of those who were invited to her 
festivals. The youth, beauty, and agree- 
able qualities which the empress found 
in any person, alone decided the ques- 
tion of their admittance to the court. 

Peasants, grooms, soldiers, servants, 
abandoned reprobates, who, by their 
beauty had won the favor of the em- 
press, were seen to attain to the highest 
stations.* 

On them were lavished the treasures 
of the state ; they were adorned with 
orders and titles, and the magnates 
bowed to the ground before these po- 
tent favorites of the all-powerfdl em- 
press, and the people shouted with 
transport when their beloved czarina, 
with her magnificent train of newly- 
created noblemen, made her appearance 
in the streets, and with gracious smiles 
returned the humble saJutations of her 
kneeling slaves. That was a ruler 
in perfect accordance with Bussian 
ideas ; they sympathized with her incli- 
nations and pleasures — she was blood 
of their blood and flesh of their flesh ! 
The strangers were at length banished, 
and a real Russian sat upon the throne 
of the czars ! 

And yet Elizabeth trembled upon her 
imperial throne, surrounded by the band 
of magnates and nobles, of whom she 
could truly say, " I am their creator — 

* SchlosBer^s "Geschichte dee Achtzehnten 
Yabrhnnderts/' Zweiter Band, b. 66, folg. ; 211, 
folg. 



they are my work I " She trembled be 
fore tliose secret daggers, those linger- 
ing poisons, which always surround th< 
imperial Russian throne as its- truest sat 
ellites, and lay low many a high-bo 
head; she trembled before Anna Leo 



poldowna, who was sighing away he 
days in the closed citadel of Riga, an 
before Anna's son, the infant Ivan^ 
whom the Empress Anna in her testa — 
ment had named as Emperor of all th^ 
Russias ! She, indeed, would not wor^ 
and trouble herself for her country an^ 
her people, this good empress by the 
grace of God, but yet she would be em- 
press, that she might be enabled to en- 
joy life, and no cloud must obscure the 
heaven of her earthly glory I 

She therefore tore herself for some 
short hours from the pleasures in which 
she was usually immersed, from the 
arms of her Ipver, the object of her deep- 
est interest; her own safety and her 
own peace were concerned. That was 
well worth the eflEbrt to take the pen 
once more in hand, and affix the tron- 
blesomely long name of Elizabeth to 
some few official documents. 

She consequently ragned the conunand 
to bring back Anna Leopoldowna and 
her husband from the citadel of Riga to 
the interior of Russia, and place them 
in strict confinement in Raninburg. 

She also signed another order, and 
that was to rend the young Ivan from 
the arms of his mother, to take him to 
the castle of Schlasselburg, and thereto 
hold him in strict imprisonment, to 
grow up without teachers, or any kind 
of instruction, and without the least oc- 
cupation or amusement. 

"I well know," said she, with a sigh, 
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as she signed the dooument-T-" I well 
know that it would be better for this 
Ivan to be executed for high-treason 
than to remain in this condition, but I 
lack the courage for it. It is so horri- 
Me to kill a poor innocent child I " 

" And in this way we attain our end 
^ore safely," said Lestocq, with a smile. 
' Your m^esty has sworn to take the 
life of no one ; very well, you keep your 
'Word as to physical life — we do not de- 
stroy the body but the spirit of this boy 
Ivan I We raise him as an idiot, which 
is the surest means of rendering him in- 
noxious I " 

Elizabeth had signed the order, and 
her command was executed. They took 
from Anna Leopoldowna her last joy, 
her only consolation — .they took away 
her son, whose smiling face had lighted 
her prison as with sunbeams, whose 
childishly stammered words had sound- 
ed to her as the voice of an angel from 
heaven. 

They took the poor weeping child to 
Schlusselburg, and his crushed and 
heart-broken parents first to Raninburg, 
and finally to the fortress Kolmogory, 
situated upon an island in the Dwina, 
near to that gulf which, on account of 
its never-melting ice, has obtained the 
name of the White Sea/^ 

N'o one could rescue poor Anna Leo- 
poldowna from that fortress — ^no one 
could release her son, the poor little 
Emperor Ivan, from Schlusselburg I 
They were rendered perfectly inoffen- 
sive; Elizabeth had not killed them, 
she had only buried them alive, this 
good Russian empress ! 

And, nevertheless, she still trembled 

♦ Levecque, vol. v., p. 283. 



upon her throne, she still felt unsafe in 
her imperial magnificence! She yet 
trembled on account of another pre- 
tender, the Duke Karl Peter tJlrich of 
Holstein, who, as the son of an elder 
daughter of Peter the Great, had a more 
direct claim to the throne than Eliza- 
beth herself. 

That no party might declare for him 
and invite him to Russia, her ministers 
advised the empress herself to send for 
him, and declare him her successor. 
Elizabeth followed this advice, and the 
young Duke Peter Ulrich of Holstein 
accepted her call. Declining the crown 
of Sweden, he professed the Greek reli- 
gion in St. Petersburg, was clothed with 
the title of grand prince by Elizabeth, 
and declared her successor to the throne 
of the czars. 

Elizabeth could now undisturbedly 
enjoy her imperial splendor. The suc- 
cessor to the throne was assured, Anna 
Leopoldowna languished in the fortress 
of Kolmogory, and in Schlusselburg the 
little Emperor Ivan was passing his 
childish dream-life I Who was there 
now to contest her rights — who would 
dare an attempt to shake a throne 
which rested upon such safe pillars of 
public favor, and which so many new- 
made counts and barons protected with 
their broad shoulders and nervous arms ? 

Elizabeth had no more need to gov- 
ern, no more occasion to tremble. She 
let sink the hand which, with a single 
stroke of the pen, could give laws to 
millions of men, which could give them 
interminable sorrow and endless tor- 
ments ; she again took the heavy impe- 
rial crown from her head, replacing it 
with wreaths of myrtles and ever-fra- 
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grant roses. She permitted Tscherkas- 
ko J to govern, and Bestoscheff to sell to 
England the dearest interests of Russia. 
She permitted her ministers to govern 



with nnrestricted power, and was re 
joiced when no one came to tronhle he=^^ 
abont aflEairs of state or the interests — \ 
of her people. 



•♦• 



OHAPTEK XIX. 



ELEONOBE LAPUSCHKIN. 



Two years had elapsed since Eliza- 
beth's accession to the throne ; for her, 
two years of pleasure and enjoyment, 
only troubled here and there with occa- 
sional small clouds of ill-humor — ^but 
those clouds overshadowed only her 
domestic peace. It was not the affairs 
of state, not the interests of her people, 
that troubled and saddened Elizabeth ; 
she asked not how many of her subjects 
the war with Sweden had swept away ; 
how many had fallen a sacrifice to hun- 
ger in the southern provinces of her 
realm. She had quite other cares and 
anxieties than those which concerned 
only her ministers, not herself. What 
have princes to do with the happiness 
of their people? 

Elizabeth was a consummate prin- 
cess ; she thought only of her own hap- 
piness, only of herself and her own sor- 
rows. And it was a very severe, very 
incurable sorrow that visited her — ^a sor- 
row that often brought tears of anger 
into her eyes and curses upon her lips. 
Elizabeth was jealous— jealous not of 
this or that woman, but of the whole 
sex. She glowingly desired to be the 
fairest of all women, and constantly 



trembled lest some one should come to 
rob her of the prize of beauty. And 
were there not, in her own courts wo- 
men who might venture to enter the 
lists with her ? Was there not, before 
all, one woman whose aspect filled the 
heart of the empress with a thirst for 
vengeance, of whom she was compelled 
to say that she was younger, handsomer, 
and more attractive than herself— and 
this one, was it not Eleonore Lapusch- 
kin? 

For two long years had Elizabeth 
borne about with her this hatred and 
jealousy ; for two long years had she in 
vain sought to discover some punishable 
fault in her rival; for two long years 
had she in vain reminded Lestocq of his 
promise to find Eleonore Lapuschkin 
guilty of some crime. She had come 
out pure from all these persecuting pur- 
suits, and even the eyes of the most zeal- 
ous spy could find no blot upon her es- 
cutcheon, like a royal lily she proudly 
bloomed with undisputed splendor in 
the midst of this court, whose petty ca- 
bals and intrigues could not soil her 
fair fame. Her presence spread around 
her a sort of magic. The most auda- 
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oions courtier, tbe most presnmptaons 
oayaKer, approached her with only rev- 
erence ; they ventured not in her pres- 
ence to nse snch words and jests as but 
too well pleased the empress ; there was 
something in Eleonore's glance that 
commanded involuntary respect and 
&^e; an elevation, a nuldness, a soft 
feminine mf^esty was shed over her 
'v^hole being that enchanted even those 
^who were inimical to her. Elizabeth 
had perceived that, with her eyes sharp- 
ened by jealousy; her envy was yet 
more mighty than her vanity, and her 
envy told her Eleonore Lapuschkin is 
bandsomer than the Empress Elizabeth ; 
wherever Eleonore iappears, there all 
hearts fly to meet her, all glances incline 
to her ; every one feels a sort of ecstasy 
of adoration whom she greets with a 
word or a smile, for that word or that 
smile sanctifies him as it were, and en- 
rolls him among the noblest and best. 

And even Alexis had been unable to 
withstand this magic I Oh, Elizabeth nar- 
rowly watched him ; she had analyzed 
his every word and every glance ; she 
had seen how he always pressed near 
her, how he blushed with joy when she 
remarked his presence and returned his 
salutation I Yea, she, and perhaps 
only she, had seen Alexis covertly pos- 
sess himself of the glove which Eleonore 
had lost the previous evening at the 
grand court ball, had seen him press 
that glove to his lips and afterward con- 
ceal it in his bosom. 

As Elizabeth thought of these things 
her eyes filled with tears, and her 
whole form shook with rage. She 
felt unable to be angr^Vith or to pun- 
ish him, but she was resolved that Eleo- 



nore Lapuschkin should feel the whole 
weight of her vengeance. 

"Oh," said she, while pacing her 
boudoir in a state of violent excitement, 
" I shall know how to punish this pre- 
smnptuous woman! She ventures to 
defy me, but I will humble her I Ha, 
does she not give herself the appearance 
of not remarking that I constantly have 
for her a clouded brow and an unfriend- 
ly greeting? Howl will she not take 
the pains to see that her empress looks 
upon her with disfavor ? But she shall 
see and feel that I hate, that I abhor 
her. Oh, what a powerless creature is 
yet an empress I I hate this woman, 
and she has the impudence to* think I 
cannot punish her unless she is guilty. " 

And weeping aloud, Elizabeth threw 
herself upon the divan. A low knock 
at the door recalled her attention from 
her angry grief. Bising, she bade the 
person at the door to enter. 

It was Lestocq, the privy councillor 
and president — ^Lestocq, the confidant 
of the empress, who came with a joyful 
face and cheerftd smile. 

Elizabeth felt annoyed by this cheer- 
fulness of her physician. With an 
angry frown she turned her back upon 
him. 

"Why were you not at the court 
ball last evening ? " she then roughly 
said. 

" I was there," answered Lestocq. 

" Ah, that is not true," cried the em- 
press with vehemence, glad at least to 
have some one on whom she could dis- 
charge her anger. " It is false, I say I 
no one saw you there I Ah, you dare, 
then to impose a falsehood upon your 
empress? You would — " 
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" I was at the oourt ball,'' interposed 
Lestooq ; " I saw and noted all that oo- 
corred there. I saw that m j empress 
beamed in all the splendor of beauty, 
and jet with h^ amiable modesty she 
thought Eleonore Lapnschkin hand- 
somer than hersel£ I read in Eliza- 
beth's noble brow that she was pained 
by this, and that she promised to pun- 
ish the presomption of the insolent 
oonntess.'' 

'* And to what end hare yon read all 
tliat," responded Elizabeth, with Tehe- 
menoe, ^'to what end, since yon are so 
slng^sh a servant that yon make no 
effort to fulfil any wish of yonr mis- 
tress ? To what end, dnoe yon are so 
disr^ardfhl of yonr word as not to bold 
even yonr oatb sacred ? " 

"I was at the ball precisely because 
I remembered my oath," said Lestooq, 
^< becanse I was intent upon redeeming 
my word and delivering over to you 
this Ck>untess Lapnschkin as acriminal ! 
But yon could not recognize me, as I 
was in the disguise of a lackey of the 
Countess Eleonore Lapnschkin." 

Elizabeth ^rin^ng up firom ber seat, 
stared with breathless curiosity intoLe- 
stocq's £Eice. 

" WeQ? " she anxiously asked, as Le- 
stooq remained sQent. ^^ Speak on; 
then what further? " 

^^Illustrious empress," said Lestocq, 
'^ I am now here to redeem my word. 
This Countess Eleonore Lapnschkin is a 
mminal ! " 

''Ah, thank God! " cried Elizabeth, 
breathing more freely. 

*' By various intrigues and stratagems, 
by bribery of her servants, I have final- 
ly succeeded in spying out her secrets ; 




and last evaiing, when as her lack^ XI 
conducted her from the ball and after — 
ward waited at table at an AnfArtam. — 
ment given by ber husband to 
confidential fnenda, last evenii^ 
whole plan was made <dear to me. I^ 
is a great and very important oMi^rafT— 
that I have detected! This CoantesB. 
Eleonore I^ipuschkin is goilty of h^g^ 
treason; she oon^ires against ber le- 
gitimate empress ! " 

"Ah, she oonfipires!" exclaimed 
Elizabeth, with a fierce langfa. "For 
whom, then, does she oon^ire ? " 

"For one whose name I dare not 
utter without the express permission <tf 
my empress ! " 

"Speak, speak quicldy! " 

Lestooq bent down dose to the eir 
of the onpresSb "She conspires for 
the Schuflselburg pris(mer Ivan! " siid 
he. 

"I shall th^«fore be able to punish 
her," sidd Elizabeth, smilingly. '^'I 
shall no longer be obliged to suffer this 
hated woman within the walls of my 
capital!" 

"Siberia has room for her and her 
fellow-conspirators!" replied Lestooq. 
"For this fair countess is not alone 
guilty, although she is tbe soul of the 
conjuration, as it is love that jmim^trf^g 
her. Eleonore LapuschHn con^ires 
for her lov^! " 

" Oh, this adored saint has, then, a 
lover ! " exclaimed the empress. ^ And 
I believed h^ spotless as a lily, so pore 
that I felt abashed in her presence ! " 

" You have banished her lover to Sl- 
boia, the lover of Eleonore, Count 
Lowenwald. You mfty believe that 
that has caused ber a mortal grieC" 
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"Ah," joyfully exclaimed Elizabeth, 
** I have, therefore, unknowingly caused 
lier tears to flow I But I will yet do it 
'With a perfect consciousness I Belate 
tp^m^^ «d«tail-*exactly what y^ know 
of this conspiracy 1 " * 

And Lestocq related that Eleonore 
X«apiischkin, in connection with her 
^nsband) the chamberlain LiUenfeld, 
^nd Madame Bestuscheff, who was the 
Ulster of the condemned GolopMn, had 
entered into a conspiracy for the over- 
tihrow of Elizabeth and the placing of 
Ivan upon the throne, and thus releas- 
ing the prisoners banished to Siberia. 

" Oh, they were very gay at the yes- 
terday's dinner of the conspirators," 
said Lestocq. *' The husband of Count- 
ess Lapuschkin even ventured to drink 
the health of the Emperor Ivan, and to 
his speedy liberation! " * 

" But that is high-treason ! " exclaim- 
ed Elizabeth. *^ Ah, I had cause to 
tremble and eternally to stand in fear 
of my murderers ! I already see them 
lurking aroxmd me, encircling me on 
aU sides, to destroy me ! Lestocq, save 
me from my murderers ! " 

And with a cry of anguish the em- 
press clung convulsively to the arm of 
her physician. 

" The incautiousness of these conspir- 
ators has already saved you, empress," 
said Lestocq. "They have delivered 
themselves into our hand, they have 
made us masters of the situation. What 
would you more? You will punish 
the traitors ; that is all ! " 

" And I cannot kill theml " shrieked 
Elizabeth, with closed fists. "I have 
tied my own hands in my unwise gen- 

♦ Levecque, vol. v., p. 241. 



erosityl Ah, they call me an empress, 
and yet I cannot destroy those I 
hate!" 

" And who denies you that right ? " 
asked Lestocq. "Destroy their bod- 
ies, but. kill them not! Wherefore 
have we the knout, if it cannot flay the 
back of a beauty ? " 

"Yes, wherefore have we the 
knout?" exclaimed Elizabeth, with a 
joyous laugh. "Ah, Lestocq, you are 
an exquisite man, you always give good 
advice. Ah, this beautiful Countess 
Eleonore shall be made acquainted 
with the knout ! " 

" You have a double right for it ! " 
said Lestocq, "for she has dared to 
speak of your mjgesty in unseemly lan- 
guage ! " 

"Has she* done that?" cried Eliza- 
beth. " Ah, I almost love her for it, as 
that gives me the right to chastise her. 
Lestocq, what punishment is prescribed 
for a subject who dares revile his em- 
press? You must know it, you are fa- 
miliar with the laws! Therefore tell 
me quickly, what punishment ? " 

" It is written," said Lestocq, after a 
moment's reflection, "that any one 
who dares so misuse his tongue as to 
revile the sublime m«gesty of his em- 
peror or empress with irreverent lan- 
guage, such criminal shall have the in- 
strument of his crime, his tongue, torn 
out by the roots ! " 

"And this time I will exercise no 
mercy ! " triumphantly exclaimed Eliza- 
beth. 

She kept her word — she exercised no 
mercy! Count Lapuschkin, with his 
fair wife, the wife of Bestuscheff, the 
Chamberlain lilienfeld, and some 
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others, were accused of high-treason 
and brought before the tribunal. 

It was not diflScult to convict the 
countess of the crime .charged ; incau- 
tiously enough had she often expressed 
her attachment to the cause o£ the im- 
prisoned Emperor Ivan, and her con- 
tempt for the Empress Elizabeth. And 
in what country is it not a crime to 
speak disrespectfully of the prince, 
though he be a criminal and one of the 
lowest of men ? 

She was therefore declared guilty; 
she was sentenced to be scourged with 
the knout, to have her tongue torn out, 
and to be transported to Siberia ! 

Elizabeth did not pardon her. She 
was a princess — ^how, then, could she 
pardon one who had dared to revile 
her ? Every crime is easier to pardon 
than that of high-treason ; for every 
other there may be extenuating circum- 
stances — for that, never ; it is a capital 
crime which a prince never pardons; 
how, then, could Elizabeth have done 
so? — ^Elizabeth, empress by the grace 
of God, as all are princes and kings by 
the grace of God I 

The people were running to and fro 
in the wildest confusion in the streets 
of St. Petersburg; they cried and 
shouted vivas to their empress who to- 
day accorded to them the splendid spec- 
tacle of the knouting of some respecta- 
ble ladies and gentlemen I Ah, that 
was a very gracious and condescending 
empress to provide once more a de- 
lightful spectacle for her serfs at the 
expense of the nobility I That was an 
empress after their own hearts — ^real 
Hussian blood I 

Shrieking and shouting they rushed 



to the place of execution, presan^ 
against the barriers that separated th^^ 
central point from the spectators. Ther^^ 
stood the bearded assistants of tlie exe» 
cutioner, there lay the knouts and other 
instruments, and with eager glances the 
people devoured all: they found all 
these preparations admirable, they re- 
joiced with unrestrained delight in the 
prospect of seeing the handsomest wo- 
man in the realm flayed with the knout. 
And not the common people alone, the 
noblesM must also be present ; the great 
magnates of the court must also come, 
if they would avoid exciting a suspicion 
that they commiserated the condemned 
and revolted at their punishment. They 
all came, these slavish magnates, per- 
haps with tears in their hearts, but with 
smiles upon their lips ; perhaps murmur- 
ing secret corses, but aloud applauding 
the just sentence of the empress. 

Now the closed carriages of the con- 
demned were seen approaching in a 
long, lingering train ; the train halted, 
the doors were opened, and in the cen- 
tre of th^ place of execution appeared 
Eleonore Lapuschkin, radiant with the 
brilliancy of the purest beauty, her no- 
ble form enveloped in a fuU, drapmg 
robe, which lent to her loveliness an ad- 
ditional charm. She looked around with 
an astonished and interrogating glance, 
as if awaking from a confused dream. 
Yoang, amiable, the first and most cele- 
brated lady of the court, of which she 
was the most brilliant ornament, she 
now sees herself, instead of the admirers 
who humbly paid their court to her, 
surrounded by these rough executioners, 
who regard her with bold and insolent 
glances, eagerly stretching forth their 
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hands fbr their prey. One of them, ap- 
proaching her, ventures to rend from 
her bosom the kerchief that covers it. 
SleoDore, shuddering, shrinks hack, her 
cbeeks are pale as marhle, a stream of 
tears gushes from her eyes. In vain she 
implores, in vain her lamentations, in 
Vain her trembling innocence, in vain 
ber efforts to cover herself anew. Her 
clothes are torn of^ and in a few mo- 
ments she stands there naked to the gir- 
^e, with all the upper portion of her 
person exposed to the eager glances 
of the masses, who in silence stare at 
this specimen of the purest feminine 
beauty. 

The proud lily is broken, shattered; 
she bows her head, the storm has 
crushed her. Incapable of resistance, 
she is seized by one of the executioners, 
who, by a sudden movement, throws her 
upon her back. Another then approach- 
es and places her in the most convenient 
position for receiving the punishment. 
Soon, with rough brutality, he lays his 
broad hand upon her head, and places it 
80 that it may not be hit by the knout, 
and then, like a butcher who is about to 
throttle a lamb, he caresses that snow- 
white back, as if taking pleasure in the 
contemplation of the wonderful fairness 
of his victim. 

Now is she in the right position ; he 
steps back, and raising the knout, 
brings it down upon Eleonore's back 
with such accuracy that it takes off a 
strip of skin from her neck to her gir- 
dle. Then he swings the knout anew, 
with the same accuracy and the same 
result. In a few moments her skin 
hangs in shreds over her girdle, her 
whole form is dripping with blood, and 



the shuddering spectators venture not a 
single bravo for this dexterous execu- 
tioner.* 

The work is finished I With a flayed 
back Eleonore is raised upon the shoul- 
ders of the executioner. She has not 
screamed, she has not moaned, she has 
remained dumb and without complaint, 
but she has prayed to God for vengeance 
and expiation for the shame inflicted 
upon her. 

And again advances the executioner, 
with a pair of pincers in his hand. Eleo- 
nore looks at him through eyes flaming 
with anger. 

"What would you?" she coldly 
asks. 

*' Tear out your tongue ! " answers 
he, with a rude laugh. Two of the ex- 
ecutioner's assistants then seizing her, 
grasp her head. 

This time Eleonore defends herself— 
despair lends her strength. Freeing 
herself from the grasp of these barba- 
rous executioners, she falls upon her 
knees, and, raising her bloody arms 
toward heaven, implores the mercy of 
God; glancing at the spectators, she 
implores their pity and their aid ; turn- 
ing her eyes toward the proud imperial 
palace, where Elizabeth sits enthroned, 
she begs there for grace and mercy.t 

But as all remained silent, and as 
neither God nor man, nor yet the em- 
press, had mercy upon her, a wild rage 
took possession of Eleonore's soul. 

Raising her eyes toward heaven with 
flaming glances, she exclaimed : 

"Woe to this merciless Elizabeth I 



* L*AbM Chappe d*Aiiteroche, "Voyage en 
SiWrie," YoL ii., p. 870. 
t Levecque, toL t., p. 942. 
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Woe to this woman who has no compas- 
sion for another woman I What she 
now does to me, do Thou also to her, 
my God and Lord I Grant that she be 
flayed as she has now flayed me I Grant 
her a daughter, and let that daughter 
before her mother's eyes suffer what I 
now suffer, O my God I Woe to Eliz- 
abeth, and woe to you, ye cowardly 
slaves, who can look on and see a wo- 
man flayed and tortured I Shame and 
perdition to Russia and its Empress 
EUzabeth I " 
These were Eleonore's last words. 



With a wild rage her executioners seized 
her for the purpose of tearing out her 
tongue. And when that was accom- 
plished, and her husband and son had 
suffered a similar martyrdom, all three 
were placed upon a JcibitJca^ to be con- 
veyed to Siberia. 

Eleonore could no longer speak with 
her tongue, but her eyes spoke, and 
those eyes continued to repeat the prayer 
for vengeance she had addressed to 
Heaven : " Grant to this Empress Eliza- 
beth a daughter, and let that daughter's 
sufferings be like mine ! " 



■♦♦♦- 



OHAPTEE XX. 



A WEDDING. 



The people dispersed. The great re- 
turned to their palaces, and also Alexis 
Razumovsky, who, that he might not 
excite the anger of the empress, had 
likewise attended the execution, re- 
turned to the imperial palace. 

Elizabeth was standing before a large 
Venetian mirror, scrutinizing a toilet 
which she had to-day changed for the 
fourth time. 

"Well,", she asked of Alexis, as he 
entered, " was it an interesting specta- 
cle? Was the handsome countess 
soundly whipped ? " 

And, while so asking, she was smi- 
lingly occupied in attaching a purple 
flower to her hair. 

" She was flayed," laconically replied 



Alexis. "Her blood streamed down 
a back that was as red as your beauti- 
ful lips, Elizabeth." 

Elizabeth offered him her lips to M&s. 

" N'ow," she jestingly 'asked, " who is 
now the handsomest woman in my 
realm ? " 

" You are and always were I " re- 
sponded Alexis, embracing her. 

" And now tell me," said she, with 
curiosity, " what did this proud countess 
do? How did she behave, what did 
she say ? " 

Alexis, seating himself upon a tabou- 
ret at her feet, related to her all about 
the fair Eleonore, and what a terrible 
curse she uttered. 
\ " Ah, nonsense I " replied Elizabeth, 
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shrogging her shotdders, "How can 
one make such a stnpid prayer to Qod ! 
I shall never marry, and therefore 
never have a daughter to he sconrged 
with the knout." 

Bnt ^hile thus speakmg, her eyes 
suddenly became fixed and her cheek 
pale. She laid her trembling hand 
upon her heart — tears gushed from her 

eyes. 

Under her heart she had felt the 
movement of a new and mysterious 
life I Heaven itself seemed to contra- 
dict her words! Elizabeth felt that 
she was a mother, and Eleonore*s 
words now filled her with awe and ter- 
ror! 

Fainting, she sank into Bazumovsky's 
arsQS. 

A few weeks later, a great and mag- 
nificent court festival was celebrated at 
the imperial palace in St. Petersburg. 
It was not enough that Elizabeth had 
chosen a successor in the person of 
Peter, Duke of Holstein, she must also 
give this successor a wife, that the 
throne might be fortified and assured by 
a numerous progeny. 

She chose for him the Princess of An- 
halt-Zerbst, the young and beautiful 
Sophia Augusta, who, embracing the 
Greek religion, received the name of 
Catharine. 

It was the marriage festival of this 
young German princess with the heir 
to the Russian throne which was cele- 
brated in the imperial palace at St. Pe- 
tersburg — ^a festival of splendor and en- 
thusiasm, as it was attended by two 
women of the most exciting beauty, 
Elizabeth the present and Catharine the 
future empress — the one gorgeous 



with the splendor of the present, the 
other irradiated with the glory of the 
future. People looked at the fair 
youthful face of Catharine, and sought 
to read in her majestic high forehead 
the hopes that Bussia might cherish of 
her! It was, therefore, a festival of 
the present and future that was there 
and then celebrated, and the magnates 
humbly prostrated themselves before this 
new star, and threw themselves upon the 
earth before the ever-new sun of impe- 
rial m^esty which shone upon them in 
the person of Elizabeth. 

Catharine with a joyfiil spirit and 
a proud smile laid her hand in that of 
Peter, and as she stepped with him to the 
altar she thought : " I do this that I may 
one day be empress! and as I can reach 
that position in no other way — ^well, then, 
let them call me the wife of this under- 
aged boy! I will suffer it until the 
time comes when I shall no longer suf- 
fer, but command." 

With such thoughts did Catharine be- 
come the wife of the Grand-duke Peter, 
who, as he with a loud and solemn 
" yes " vowed eternal truth to his young 
wife, looked at the Countess Woron- 
zow, and both exchanged a stolen 
smile and a glowing glance of love. 

" They may henceforth call this proud 
Catharine my wife," thought Peter, " but 
I shall never love her, as my heart will 
ever belong to my dear "Woronzow! 
But Elizabeth has decided that Catha- 
rine shall be my wife. I accommodate 
myself to her command, and obey now, 
that I may one day command! But 
then woe to the wife this day forced 
upon me 1 " 

And when the ceremony was ended, 
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the new-married pair received with 
smiling faces and radiant glances the 
congratulations of the conrt, which in 
loud and ecstatic exclamations com- 
mended the love and happiness of this 
young princely pair. 

On the same day a second marriage 
was celebrated iu this same imperial 
palace, perhaps not so splendid, but cei^- 
tainly a happier one, for it was love that 
united the two— love had overcome 
Elizabeth^s averaion to marriage, and 
decided her to raise her dear Alexis Ra- 
zumovsky to the position of her hus- 
band — ^love, and also a little supersti- 
tion! As the son bom to Elizabeth 
some months previously had died soon 
after its birth, and in this dispensation 
Elizabeth recognized the punishment of 
heaven in disapproval of her connection 
with Alexis, she shudderingly remem- 
bered the words spoken by Eleonore 
Lapuschkin, and her heart was filled 
with fear for the children which the fu- 
ture might bring to her. 

" I will destroy the curse which this 
Countess Lapuschkin has pronounced 
against my children," thought Eliza- 
beth, as she now for the second time 
felt herself to be a mother. " If God 
blesses my children, the curse of no 
human being can affect them, and this 
revengeful prayer of the countess will 
have no more power when the priest of 
God has consecrated and blessed the 
child now quietly reposing under my 
heart I" 

This was the reason why Elizabeth 
resolved to marry Alexis Razumovsky ; 
this was the reason why she, in a soli- 
tary chapel, accompanied only by Le- 
stocq and the priest, stood before the 



maiTiage-altar with Alexis, and became 
his wife. 

She breathed freer when the priest 
had pronounced his blessing upon her ; 
an oppressive weight was lifted from 
her heart; the child she was about to 
bear was saved and sheltered, and Eleo- 
nore's curse had no longer any power 
over it ! 

On the next day Elizabeth appointed 
Alexis field-marshal, and raised him in 
the ranks of the nobility. 

" We must at any rate give our son a 
respectable father," said she. "I hope 
we shall have a son^ who will be as 
beautiful &s his father; whom I will 
overload with honors, and place high 
above all the magnates of my court 
Ah, a son 1 No daughter, Alexis I " • 

" And why no daughter ? " smilingly 
asked Razumovsky. 

Elizabeth shuddered, and, clinging to 
her beloved, whispered : 

^' Has not Eleonore Lapuschkin said, 

* Give her a daughter, and let her, be- 
fore the eyes of her mother, experience 
what I now suffer I ' Oh, Alexis, wish 
me therefore no daughter I I should 
always tremble for her 1 " . 

• And God seemed to have listened to 
the anxious prayer of the empress. 
Again she bore a son, but again the son 
died shortly after his birth. 

" It is very sad to lose a child, and es- 
pecially a son," sighed Elizabeth, and 
involuntarily she thought of Anna, that 
poor mother whom she had robbed of 
her son, that he might grow up in eter- 
nal joyless imprisonment, that he might 
be morally murdered, and from a man 
be converted into an idiot ! 

"This is God!s vengeance I" whis- 
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pered something in her breast, bat Eliza- 
beth shrank from these low whisper- 
ings of her conscience, and she tremn- 
lonsly said: "I will not listen to it I 
Away, ye intrusive thoughts 1 I am an 
empress — for me there are no crimes, no 
laws I An empress is exalted above all 
law, and whatever she does is right ! 
Away, away, therefore, ye troublesome 
thoughts I This boy Ivan must remain 
in prison; I cannot restore him to his 
mother. May she bear other children, 
and then new joys will bloom for 
her!" 

But these thoughts would not be thus 
banished, they constantly haunted her ; 
they left not her nightly couch ; they 
constantly renewed their dismal, awM 
whisperings ; and this all-powerful em- 
press would loudly shriek with mortal 
anguish, and she was dismayed at being 
left alone with her thoughts. 



"I will have society around me," said 
she, " and will never be alone ; the peo- 
ple about me shall always laugh and 
jest, to cheer me and distract my 
thoughts. Hasten, hasten — call my 
court; the most jovial men shall be 
most welcome I And, do you hear, 
above all things, bring me wine, the 
best and strongest wine. When I drink 
plenty of it, I shall again become gay 
and happy; it drives away all cares, 
and renders the heart light and free I " 

And they came, the merriest gentle- 
men of the <;ourt; it also came, the 
strong, fiery wine; and, after an hour, 
Elizabeth's brow beamed with renewed 
pleasure, while her heavy tongue with 
difficulty stammered : 

"How beautiful it yet is to be an 
empress — for an empress there is only 
joy and delight, and endless pleas« 
ures!" 



\ 
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OHAPTEK XXI. 



SCENES AND PORTRAITS. 



Yeaes passed — famous and glorious 
years fbr Russia. Peace within her 
borders, and splendid victories gained 
over foreign enemies, particularly over 
the Prussians. In songs of jubilee the 
people praised and blessed their em- 
press, whose wisdom had brought all 
to such a glonous conclusion, and had 
made her country great, triumphant, 
and happy. 

The good Elizabeth ! What had she 
to do with the victories of her soldiers, 
with the happiness of her realm? She 
knew nothing of it, and if peace pre- 
vailed throughout the Russian empire, 
it was absolutely unknown in the im- 
perial palace, where there was eternal 
war, a never-ending feud I There the 
young Catharine contended with her 
husband, whom she hated and ab- 
horred; with Elizabeth, who saw in 
her a dangerous rival. But it was an 
unequal struggle in which these two 
women were engaged, for Elizabeth had 
on her side the power and dominion, 
while Catharine had only her youth, 
her beauty, and her tears ! 

Elizabeth hat^d Catharine because 
she dared to remain young and hand- 
some, while she, the empress, saw that 
she was growing old, and her charms 
were witheriug; and Catharine hated 
Elizabeth because the latter denied her 



a right which the empress daily claimed 
for herself— the right to choose a lover, 
and to love him as long as he pleased 
her. She hated Elizabeth because the 
latter surrounded her with spies and 
watchers, and required of her a strict 
virtue, a never-violated matrimonial 
fidelity — ^fidelity to the husband who so 
far derided and insulted his wife as to 
demand that she should receive into her 
circle and treat with respect an^ kind- 
ness his own mistress, the Countess 
Woronzow — ^fidelity to this husband, 
who had never shown her any thing 
but contempt and neglect, and who had 
no other way of entertaining her than 
teaching her to march in military fash- 
ion, and stand as a sentinel at his door! 
Wounded in her inmost being and 
her feminine honor, tired of the eternal 
pin-prickings with which Elizabeth tor- 
mented her, Catharine retreated into 
her most retired apg,rtment, there in 
quiet to reflect upon her dishonorable 
greatness, and yearningly to dream of a 
splendid future. " For the future," said 
she, with sparkling eyes to her confi- 
dante, Princess Daschkow, " the future 
is mine, they cannot deprive me of it. 
For that I labor and think and study. 
Ah, when my future shall have be- 
come the present, then will I encircle 
my brows with a splendid imperial 
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diadem, and astonish 70a all with mj 
greatness and magnificence/^ 

"But you forget your husband!" 
smilingly interposed Oountess Basch- 
kow. '^ He will a little obscure the splen- 
dor of your imperial crown, as he will 
always be the first in the realm. He is 
the all-powerful emperor, and you 
will be powerless, although an em- 
press 1" 

Catharine proudly tossed her head, 
and her eyes flashed. 

"I shall one day remember all the 
mortifications he has inflicted upon me," 
said she, " and an hour will come when^ 
I shall have a reckoning with him, and 
full retribution I All, talk not to me of 
mj husband — ^Russian emperors have 
never been immortal, and why should 
he be so ? " 

" Catharine I " exclaimed the Prin- 
cess Daschkow, turning pale, " you can- 
not think — " 

" I think," interposed Catharine, with 
an unnatural smile, "I think the Rus- 
sian emperors are not immortal, and 
that this good Empress Elizabeth is 
very fortunate in having no emperor 
who presumes to stand over her and 
have a will more potent than her own \ " 

" Ah, Elizabeth has no will at all I " 
laughingly responded the princess. 

" But I shall have a will 1 " said Cath- 
arine, proudly. 

The Princess Daschkow had spoken 
the truth. Elizabeth had no longer any 
will; she let Bestuscheff govern, and 
was herself ruled by Alexis Razumov- 
sky, the field-marshal, her husband. She 
did whatever these two required, will- 
ingly yielding to them in all cases de- 
manding no personal effort on her part. 

8 



On this point only had she a will of 
her own, which she carried through 
with an iron hand. 

"I have not become empress that 
I might labor, but that I might amuse 
myself," said she. " I have not set the 
crown upon my head for the purpose of 
governing, but for the purpose of enjoy- 
ing life. Spare me, therefore, the labor 
of signing your documents. I will sign 
nothing more, for my hand is not ac- 
customed to holding the pen, and the 
ink soils my fingers, which is unworthy 
of an empress 1 " 

"It is only one signature that I im- 
plore of you to-day," said Bestuscheff, 
handing her a letter. " Have the great 
kindness to make an exception of this 
one single case, by signing this letter to 
King Louis XV. of France." 

" What have I to write to this King 
of France?" fi-etfully asked Elizabeth. 
"Why should I do it? It is a long 
time since he has sent me any new 
dresses, although he might well know 
that nothing is more important for an 
empress than a splendid and varied 
wardrobe I Wliy, then, should t write 
to this King of France ? " 

" Your mfgesty, it is here question of 
a simple act of courtesy," said Bestus- 
cheff, pressingly ; " an act the omission • 
of which may be attended with the 
most disagreeable consequences, perhaps 
indeed involve us in a war. Think of 
the peace of your realm, the welfare of 
your people, and sign this letter ! " 

" But what does it contain that is so 
important?" asked the empress, with 
astonishment. " I now remember that 
for a year past you have been importun- 
ing me about this 1 " 
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** Yes, your majesty, I have been for 
the last three years daOy imploring of 
you this signature, and you have re- 
fused it to me ; and yet the letter is so 
necessary! It is against aQ propriety 
not to send it ! For it is a letter of 
congratulation to the King of France, 
who in an autograph letter announced 
to you the birth of his grandson. Re- 
flect, your majesty, that he wrote you 
with his own hand, and for three years 
you have refused to give yourself the 
small trouble to sign the answer I 
have prepared.* This prince, for 
whose birth you are to congratulate 
the long, is now old enough to express 
his own thanks for the sympathy you 
manifest for him/' 

Elizabeth laughed. " Well," said she, 
^* I shall finally be obliged to comply 
with your wishes, that you may leave 
me in peace. For three years I have 
patiently borne your importunities for 
this signature. My patience is now at 
an end, and I will sign the letter, that I 
may be freed from your solicitations. 
Give me, therefore, that intolerable pen, 
but first pour out a glass of Malvoisie, and 
hold it ready, that I may strengthen my- 
self with it after the labor is accom- 
plished." 

Elizabeth, sighing, took the pen and 
slowly and anxiously subscribed her 
name to this three-years-delayed letter 
of congratulation to the King of France. 

" So," said she, throwing down her 
pen after the completion of her task — 
" so, but you most not for a long time 
again trouble me with any such work, 
and to^lay I have well earned the right 
to a very pleasant evening. Nothing 
* Mannfltein, Memoiree, toI. iiL, p. 93. 



more of buaness — ^no, no, not a word 
more of it ! I will not have these de- 
lightful hours embittered by your ab- 
surdities ! Away with you, Bestuschefl^ 
and let my field-marshal. Count Baza- 
movsky, be called! " 

And when Alexis came, "KIimM Ii 
smilingly said to him : '' Alexis, the air 
is to-day so fine and fresh that we will 
take a ride. Quick, quick ! And know 
you where?" 

Razumovsky nodded. '^ To the villa!" 
said be, with a smile. 

"Yes, to the ^lla! " cried £lizabed^ 
" to see my daughter at the villa! " 

She therefore now had a daughter, 
and this daughter had not died like her 
two sons. She lived, she throve in tlie 
freshness of childhood, and Elizabeth 
loved her with idolatrous tenderness! 

But precisely on account of this ten- 
derness did she carefully conceal the 
existence of this daughter, keeping her 
far from the world, ignorant of her 
high birth, unsuspicious of her moth^s 
greatness ! 

The fatal words of the Countess La- 
puschkin still resounded in the ears of 
the empress: "Give this Elizabeth a 
daughter, and let that daughter expe- 
rience what I now suffer! " 

Such had been the prayer of the 
bleeding countess, flayed by the execa- 
tioners of the empress, and the words 
were continually echoing in Elizabeth^s 
heart. 

Ah, she was indeed a lofty empress ; 
she had the power to banish thousands 
to Siberia, and was yet so powerless 
that she could not banish those words 
from her mind which Eleonore La- 
puschkin had planted there. 
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Eleonore was therefore avenged! 
And while the conntess bore the tor- 
ments of her banishment with smiling 
fortitude, Elizabeth trembled on her 
throne at the words of her banished 
rival — ^words that seemed to hang, like 
the sword of Damocles, over the head 
of her daughter I 

Perhaps it was precisely for the 
reason that she so mnch feared for her 
daughter, that she loved her so very 
warmly. It was a passionate, an ador- 
ing tenderness that she felt for the 
child, and nevertheless she had the 
courage to keep her at a distance from 
herself to see her but seldom, that no 
one might suspect the secret of her 
birth. 

Eleonore's words had brought reflec- 
tion to Elizabeth. She comprehended 
that her legitimate daughter would cer- 
tainly be threatened with great dangers 
after her death; she had shudderingly 
thought of poor Ivan in Schlusselburg, 
and she said to herself: ^^As I have 
held him imprisoned as a pretender, so 
may it happen to my daughter,' one day, 
when I am no morel Ivan had but a 
doubtful right to my throne, but 3S"a- 
talie is indisputably the grand-daughter 
of Peter the Great— the blood of the 
great Eussian czar flows in her veins, 
and therefore Peter will fear 3S"atalie as 
I feared Ivan; therefore will he im- 
prison and torment her as I have im- 
prisoned and tormented Ivan I " 

By this affectionate anxiety was 
Elizabeth induced to make a secret of 
the existence of her daughter, which 
was imparted to but a few confidential 
Mends. 

The littie Natalie was raised in a sol- 



itary country-house not far from the 
city, and her few servants and people 
were forbidden under pain of death to 
admit any stranger into the constantly- 
closed and always- watched house. iN'o 
one was to enter it without a written 
order of the empress, and but few such 
written orders were given. 

Elizabeth, then, as it were to recom- 
pense herself for the trouble of signing 
the letter to the King of France, re- 
solved to visit her daughter to-day with 
her husband. 

"Rascansky may precede and an- 
nounce us," said she. " We will take 
our dinner there, and he may say to 
our msyor-domo that we are going to 
Peterhoff. Then no one will be sur- 
prised that we make a short halt at my 
little viUa in passing, or, rather, they will 
know nothing of it. Call Rasczinsky ! " 

Count Rasczinsky was one of the 
few who were acquainted with the 
secret, and might accompany the em- 
press in these visits. Elizabeth had 
unlimited confidence in him ; she knew 
him to be a silent nobleman, and sho 
estimated him the more highly from the 
fact that he seemed much attached to 
the charming, beautiful, and delicate 
chUd, her daughter. She remarked that 
he appeared to love her as a brother, 
that he constantly and fondly watched 
over her, and that he was never better 
pleased than when, as a child, he could 
jest and play with her. 

"Rasczinsky, we are about to ride 
out to the villa on a visit to Natalie ! " 
she said, when the count entered. 

The count's eyes beamed with pleas- 
ure. "And I may be permitted to accom- 
pany your majesty ? " he hastily asked. 
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The empress smiled. " How impet- 
uous you are I " said she. " Would not 
one think you were a dying lover, a 
sighing shepherd, and it was question 
of seeking your tender shepherdess, in- 
stead of annoxmcing to a child of eleven 
years the speedy arrival of her moth- 
er?" 

"Your m^esty," said Count Rasc- 
zinsky, laughing, "I am not in love, 
but I adore this child as my good angel. 
I can never do or think any thing bad 
in ITatalie's presence. She is so pure 
and innocent that one casts down his 
eyes with shame before her, and when 
she glances at me with her large, deep, 
and yet so childish eyes, I could direct- 
ly fall upon my knees and confess to 
her all my sins ! " 

" You would not have many to con- 
fess," said Elizabeth, "for your sins are 
few. You are the pride of my court, 
and, as I am told, a true pattern of all 
knightly virtues. Remain so, and who 
knows, my fair young count, what the 
ftiture may bring you ? Love my Nata- 
lie now only as an angel of innocence ; 
let her grow up as such, and then — " 

" And then? " asked the count, as the 
empress stopped! 

" Then we shall see ! " smilingly re- 
sponded Elizabeth. " But now hasten 
forward to announce us." 

" Your majesty forgets that, to en- 
able one to penetrate into this enchant- 
ed castle, your written command is re- 
quired 1 " 



" Ah, that is true ? " said Elizabeth, 
stepping to her writing-table. This 
time she was not too indolent to write; 
no representations nor prayers were 
needed. It concerned the seeing of her 
daughter — how, then, could she haye 
thought writing painful or trouble- 
some? 

With the same pen with which, s 
short time before, she had so unwilling- 
ly signed the congratulatory letter, she 
now wrote upon a sheet of paper, pro^ 
vided with her seal, these words : 

" The Count Rasczinsky may be ad- 
mitted. Elizabeth." 

She handed the paper to the count, 
who pressed it to his lips. 

"You can retain this paper for aU 
time," said the empress, as she dis- 
missed him. " I know that I can wholly 
confide in you. You will never sell or 
betray my Natalie ? " 

" Never 1 " protested the count, tak- 
ing his leave. 

Hastily mounting his horse, he gal- 
loped through the streets, and when, 
having left the city behind him, he 
found himself in the open country where 
no one could observe him, he drew the 
paper Elizabeth had given him from his 
bosom, and, waving it high in the air, 
shouted : 

"Good fdrtune, good fortune 1 This 
paper is my talisman and my future! 
With this paper I will give Russia an 
empress, and make myself her emper- 
or!" 
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OHAPTEE XXII. 



PEINOES ALSO MUST DIB. 



Yes, even princes nrnst die, glorious 
and lofty as they are, proudly as they 
stand oyer their trembling subjects I 
Even to them comes the dark hour in 
which all the borrowed and artistically- 
combined tinsel of their lives falls from 
them ; a dark hour, in which they trem- 
ble and repent, and pray to God for 
what they seldom panted to their fel- 
low-men — mercy 1 Mercy for those 
false tales which they have imposed 
upon the people, for those false tales of 
the higher endowments of princes, of in- 
herited wisdom which raises them above 
the rest of mankind — ^mercy for their 
arbitrariness, their pride, and their inso- 
lence — mercy for a poor beggar, who, 
until then, had called himself a rich and 
powerful prince. 

And this hour came for Elizabeth. 
After twenty years of splendor, of abso- 
lute, unlimited power, of iDfallibility, of 
likeness to the gods, came the depress- 
ing hour in which Elizabeth ceased to 
be an empress, and became only a trem- 
bling earth-worm, imploring mercy, aid, 
amelioration of her sufferings from her 
Creator I 

She suffered much, this poor empress, 
dethroned by death; she suffered, al- 
though reposing upon silken cushions, 
with a gold-embroidered covering for 
her shaking limbs. 



And she was yet so young, hardly fif- 
ty, and she loved life so intensely 1 Oh, 
she would have ^ven the half of her 
empire for a few more years of life and 
enjoyment. But what cares Death for 
the wishes of an empress ? Here ends 
her earthly supremacy I Groaning and 
writhing, the earth-worm tremblingly 
submits. 

Where, now, were all her favorites — 
those high lords of the court, those 
grand noblemen, created from soldiers, 
grooms, lackeys, and serfs — where were 
they now ? Why stood they not around 
the death-bed of their empress ? Why 
were they not there, that the remem- 
brance of the benefits conferred upon 
them might drive away those terrible 
reminiscences of the torments she had 
inflicted upon others? Where were 
they, her counts, barons, field-marshals, 
and privy councillors, whom she had 
raised from nothing to the first positions 
in the realm ? 

None were with herl They had all 
hastened thence for the preservation of 
their ill-gotten wealth, to crawl in the 
dust before Peter, to be the first to pay 
him homage, that he might pardon their 
greatness and their possessions I From 
the death-bed they had fled to Peter, 
and, kneeling before him, they praised 
God for at length bestowing upon the 
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happy realm the noblest and best mler, 
Peter III. ! 

But where were Elizabeth's more 
particular friends, who had made her 
an empress ? 

Where was Lestocq? 

Him the empress had banished to Si- 
beria. Yielding to the prayers and cal- 
umnies of his enemies, which she was 
too weak to withstand, she had given 
him up ; she had sacrificed him to pro- 
cure peace and quiet for herself, and in 
the same hour in which she had tender- 
ly pressed his hand, and called him her 
friend, had she signed his sentence of 
banishment I Xestocq had for nine 
years languished in Siberia. 

Where was Griinstein? Banished, 
cast off, like Lestocq. 

Where was Alexis Razumovsky ? 

Ah, well for her I He stood at her 
bedside^ he pressed her cold hand in his ; 
he yet, in the face of death, thanked her 
for all the benefits she had heaped upon 
him. But, alas 1 she was also surround- 
ed by others — ^by wild, pale, terrible 
forms, which were unseen by all except 
the dying empress I She there saw the 
tortured face of Anna Leopoldowna, 
whom she had let die in prison ; there 
grinned at her the idiotic face of Ivan, 
whose mind she had destroyed ; there 
saw she the angi*y-flashing eye and 
bloody form of Eleonore Lapuschkin, 
and, springing up from her bed, the 
empress screeched with terror, and 
folded her trembling hands in prayer to 
God for grace and mercy for her daugh- 
ter, for Natalie, that He would turn 
away the^ horrible curse that Eleonore 
had hurled at her child. 

Alexis Razumovsky stood by her 



bedside, weeping. Overcome, as it 
seemed, by his sorrow, another left the 
death-chamber of the empress, and 
rushed to his horse, standing ready in 
the court below! This other was 
Count Rasczinsky, the confidant of the 
empress. 

The bells rang in St. Petersburg, the 
cannon roared ; there were both joy and 
sorrow in what the bells and cannon 
announced I 

The Empress Elizabeth was dead ; the 
Emperor Peter IH. ascended the throne 
of the czars as absolute ruler of the 
Russian realm. The first to bow before 
him was his wife. With her son of five 
years old in her arms, she had thrown 
herself upon her knees, and, touching 
the floor with her forehead, she had 
implored grace and love for herself and 
her son ; and Peter, raising her up, had 
presented her to the people as his em- 
press. 

In St. Petersburg the bells rang, the 
cannon thundered — "The empress is 
dead, long live the emperor ! " 

Before the villa stopped a foam-cov- 
ered steed, from which dismounted a 
horseman, who knocked at the closed 
door. To the porter who looked ont 
from a sliding window he showed the 
written order of Elizabeth for his ad- 
mission. The porter opened the door, 
and with the loud cry, " Katalie, Nata- 
lie ! " the Count Rasczinsky rushed into 
the hall of the house. 

The bells continued to ring, the can- 
non to thunder. There was great 
rejoicing in St. Petersburg. 

Issuing from the villa, Count Rasc- 
zinsky again mounted his foaming 
steed. 
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like a storm- wind swept he over the 
plain— bat not toward St. Petersburg, 
'^ot toward the city where the people 
^ere saluting their new emperor I 

-Away, away, far and wide in the dis- 
^nce, his horse bounded and panted, 
t>leeding with the spurs of his rider. Ex- 
<iited constantly to new speed, he as 
Constantly bounds onward. 

Like a nocturnal spectre flies he 
tilirough the desert waste ; the storm- 
'Wind drives him forward, it lifts the 
xnantle that enwraps him like a doud, 
and under that mantle is seen an angel- 
face, the smile of a delicate little girl, 
two tender childish arms clasping the 
form of the count, a slight elfish form 
tremblingly reposing upon the count^s 
breast. 

"You weep not, my angel," whis- 
pered the count, while rushing forward 
with restless haste. 

" "No, no, I neither weep nor trem- 
ble, for I am with you ! " breathed a 
sweet, childish voice. 

"Cling closer to me, my sweet 
blossom, recline your head against my 



breast. See, evening approaches! — 
iN'ight will spread its protecting veil 
over us, and God will be our conductor 
and safeguard I I shall save yon, my 
angei, my charming child! " 

The steed continues his onward 
course. 

The child smilingly reclines upon 
the bosom of the rider, over whom the 
descending sun sheds its red parting 
beaips. 

Like a phantom flies he onward, like 
a phantom he disappears there on the 
border of the forest. Was it only a de- 
lusive appearance,^ a fata morgana of 
the desert ? 

No, again and again the evening 
breeze raises the mantle of the rider, 
and the charming angelic brow is still 
seen resting upon the bosom of the 
count. 

No, it IS no dream, it is truth and 
reality ! 

Like a storm-wind flies the count 
over hiU and heath, and on his bosom 
reposes Natalie, tTie daughter of the em- 
press/ 
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CHAPTEE XXIII. 



THE CHAEMED GAEDEN. 



One must be very happy or very un- 
happy, to love Solitude, to lean upon 
her silent breast, and, fleeing man- 
kmd, to seek in its arms what is so 
seldom found among men, repose for 
happiness or consolation for sorrow 1 
For the happy, solitude provides the 
most delightful festival, as it allows one 
in the most enjoyable resignation to re- 
pose in himself, to breathe out himself, 
to participate in himself I But it also 
provides a festival for the unhappy — a 
festival of the memory, of living in the 
past, of reflection upon those long-since 
vanished joys, the loss of which has 
caused the sorrow I For the children 
of the world, for the striving, for the 
seeker of inordinate enjoyments, for the 
ambitious, for the sensual, solitude is 
but ill-adapted — only for the happy, 
for the sorrow-laden, and also for the 
innocent, who yet know nothing of 
the world, of neither its pleasures nor 
torments, of neither its loves nor 
hatreds I 

So thought and spoke the curious 
Romans when passing the high walls 
surrounding the beautiftil garden for- 
merly belon^g to the Count Appiani. 
At an earlier period this garden had 
been well known to all of them, as it 
had been a sort of public promenade, 
and under its shady walks had many a 



tender couple exchanged their first 
vows and experienced . the rapture of 
the first kiss of love. But for the four 
last years all this had been changed ; a 
rich stranger had come and offered to 
the impoverished old Count Appiani a 
large sum for this garden with its^ de- 
caying villa, and the count had, not- 
withstanding the murmurs of the Ro- 
mans, sold his last possession to the 
stranger. He had said to the grum- 
bling Romans : " You are dissatisfied 
that I part with my garden for money. 
You were pleased to linger in the shady 
avenues, to listen to these murmuring 
fountains and rustling cypresses; you 
have walked here, you have here laughed 
and enjoyed yourselves, while I, sitting 
in my dilapidated villa, have suffered 
deprivation and hunger. I will make 
you a proposition. Collect this sum, 
you Romans, which this stranger offers 
me; ye who love to promenade in my 
garden, unite yourselves in a conmaon 
work. Let each one give what he can, 
until the necessary amount is collected, 
then the garden will be your common 
property, where you can walk as much 
as you please, and I shall be happy to 
be relieved from poverty by my own 
countrymen, and not compelled to sell 
to a stranger the garden so agreeable 
to the Romans I " 
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Bat the good Bomans had no answer 
to make to Count Appiani. They, in- 
deed, would have the eiyoyment, but it 
must cost them nothing — in Tsln had 
they very much loved this garden, ^d 
taken great pleasure under its shady 
trees ; hut when it became necessary to 
pay for these pleasures, they found that 
they were not worth the cost, that they 
could very well dispense with them. 

The good Romans therefore turned 
away from this garden, which threat- 
ened them with a tax, and sought other 
places of recreation ; while old Count 
Appiani sold his garden and the ruins 
of his villa to the rich stranger who 
had offered him so considerable a sum 
for them. From that day forward 
every thing in the garden had assumed 
a different appearance. Masons, car- 
penters, and upholsterers had come and 
so improved the villa, within and with- 
out, that it now made a stately and 
beautiful appearance amid the dense 
foliage of the trees. It had been ex- 
pensively and splendidly ftimished with 
every thing desirable for a rich man's 
dwelling, and the upholsterers had 
enough to relate to the listening Ro- 
mans of the elegant magnificence now 
displayed in this formerly pitiable villa. 
How gladly would the former prom- 
enaders now have returned to this gar- 
den ; how gladly would they now have 
revisited this villa, which, with its de- 
serted halls and its ragged and dirty 
tapestry, had formerly seemed to them 
not worth looking at I But their return 
to it was now rendered impossible ; for 
on the same day in which the new 
owner took possession of the garden, 
he had brought with him more than 



fifty workmen, who had immediately 
commenced surrounding it with a high 
wall. 

Higher and higher rose the wall; 
nobody could see over it, as no giant 
was sufSciently tall ; no one could 
chmb over it, as the smoothly-ham- 
mered stones of which it was built 
offered not the least supporting point. 
The garden with its villa had become a 
secret mystery to the Romans I They 
yet heard the rustling of the trees, 
they saw the green branches waving 
in the wind; but of what occurred 
under those branches and in those 
shaded walks they could know noth- 
ing. At first, some curious indi- 
viduals had ventured to knock at the 
low, narrow door that formed the only 
entrance into this walled garden. They 
had knocked at that door and demanded 
entrance. Then would a small sliding 
window be opened, and a gruff, bearded 
man with angry voice would ask what 
was wanted, and at the same time in- 
form the knocker that no one could be 
admitted; that he and his two bull- 
dogs would be able to keep the garden 
clear of all intruders. And the two 
great hounds, as if they understood the 
threats of their master, would show 
their teeth, and their threatening growl 
would rise to a loud and angry bark. 

They soon ceased to knock at that 
door, and, as they could not gain 
admission, they took the next best 
course, of assuming the appearance oi 
not wishing it. 

Four years had since passed; they 
had overcome the dtesire to enter the 
premises or to look over the wall, but 
they told wondrous tales of the garden 
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and of a beantifiil faiiy who dwelt in ifc, 
and whose soft, melodious voice was 
sometimes heard in the stillness of the 
night singing sweet, transporting songs. 
No one had seen her, this fairy, but 
she was certainly beantifdl, and of 
course young; there were also some 
bold individuals who asserted that 
when the moon shone brightly and 
goldenly, the young fairy was then to 
be seen in the tops of the trees or upon 
the edge of the wall. Light as an elf, 
transparent as a moonbeam, she there 
swung to and fro, executing singular 
dances and singing songs that brought 
tears to the eyes and compassion to the 
hearts of those who heard them. On 
hearing these tales, the Romans would 
make the sign of the cross, and pass 
more quickly by the walls of this gar- 
den, which thenceforth they called " The 
Ohobrmed, Garden.'*'^ It was indeed a 
charmed garden ! It was an island of 
happiness, behind these walls, concealed 
from the knavery of the world. Like 
an eternal smile of the Divinity rested 
the heavens over this ever-blooming, 
ever-fragrant garden, in whose myrtle- 
bushes the nightingales sang, and in 
whose' silver-clear basins the goldfishes 
splashed. 

Yes, it was indeed a charmed garden, 
and also had its fairy, who, if she did 
not compete with the moonbeams in 
rocking herself on the tops of the 
trees and the edges of the wall, was nev- 
ertheless as delicate as an elf, and who 
tripped from flower to brook and from 
brook to hill as lightly and gracefully 
as the gazelle. The whole spring, the 
whole youth of nature, flashed and 
beamed from this beautiful maiden-face. 



so full of childlike innocence, purity, and 
peace. No storm had as yet passed 
over these smiling features, not the 
smallest leaf of this rose had been 
touched by an ungentle hand; freely 
and freshly had she blossomed in luxu- 
riant natural beauty ; she had drunk the 
dews of heaven, but not the dew of 
tears, for those deeply-dark beaming 
eyes had wept only such tears as were 
called forth by emotions of joy and hap- 
piness. 

She sat under a myrtle, whose blos- 
soming branches bent; down to her as 
if they would entwine that pure and 
tender brow with a bridal wreath. 
With her head thrown back upon these 
branches, she reposed with an inimi- 
table grace her reclining fonii. A 
white transparent robe, held by a 
golden clasp, fell in waves to her little 
feet, which were encased in gold-em- 
broidered slippers of dark-red leather. 
A blushing rose was fastened by a dia- 
mond pin in the folds of her dress 
upon her budding bosom, finely con- 
trasting with the delicate flush upon 
her cheeks. A guitar rested upon her 
full round arm. She had been singing, 
this beautiful fairy child, but her song 
was now silenced, and she was glancing 
up to the clouds, following their move- 
ments with her dreamy, thoughtful 
eyes. A smile hovered about her 
fresh, youthful lips — the smile peculiar 
to innocence and happiness. 

She dreamed ; precious, ecstatic im- 
ages passed before her mental eyes; 
she dreamed of a distant land in which 
she had once been, of a distant house in 
which she had once dwelt. It was 
even more beautiful and splendid than 
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this which she now occupied, bnt it had 
lacked this blue skj and fragrant atmos- 
phere ; it lacked these trees and flowers, 
these myrtle-bushes, and these songs of 
the nightingale, and upon a few sum- 
mer days had followed long, dull win- 
ter months with their cold winding- 
sheet of snow, with their benumbing 
masses of ice, and the fantastic flowers 
painted on the windows by the frost. 
And yet, and yet, there had been a sun 
which shone into her heart warmer 
than this bright sun of Italy, and the 
thought of which spread a purple glow 
upon her cheeks. This sun had shone 
upon her from the tender glances of a 
lady wliom she had loved as a tutelar 
genius, as a divinity, as the bright star 
of her existence I Whenever that lady 
had come to her in the solitary house 
in which she then dwelt, then had aU 
appeared to her as in a transfiguration ; 
then had even her peevish old servant 
learned to smile and become humble 
and friendly; then aU was joy and hap- 
piness, and whoever saw that beautiful 
and brilliant lady, had thought himself 
blessed, and had fallen down to adore 
her. 

Of that lady was the young maiden 
now thinking, of that memorable wo- 
man with the flashiog eyes whose 
tender glance had always penetrated the 
heart of the child with delight, whose 
gentle words yet resounded like music 
in her ears. 

Where was she now, this lady of her 
love, her longings ? why had she been 
brought away from that house with its 
snowy winding-sheet and the ice dra- 
pery upon its windows? Where lay 
that house, and where had she to seek 



it with her thoughts? What was the 
language she had there spoken, and 
which she now secretly spoke in her 
heart, although nobody else addressed 
her in it, no one about her understood 
it ; and wherefore had her friend and 
protector, he who had brought her 
here, who had always been with her, 
wherefore had he suddenly ^ven himself 
the appearance of no longer understand- 
ing it? 

And even as she was thinking of him, 
of this dear friend and protector, he 
came along down the alley ; his tall 
form appeared at the end of the walk; 
she recognized his noble features, with 
the proud eagle glance and the bold 
arched brow. 

The young maiden rose from her seat 
and hastened to meet him. 

" How charming that you have come, 
Paulo," she gayly said, stretching forth 
her little hands toward him. " I must 
ask you something, and that directly, 
Paulo. Tell me quickly what is that 
language called in which we formerly 
conversed together, and why have we 
ceased to speak it since we came here to 
Rome?" 

Paulo's brow became slightly cloud- 
ed, but when he looked into her beauti- 
ful face, animated by expectant curios- 
ity, this expression of displeasure quickly 
vanished from his features, and, threat- 
ening her with his finger, he said : 

"Always this same question, Nata- 
lie ; and yet I have so often begged of 
you to forget the past, and live only in 
the present, my dear, sweet child 1 The 
past is sunken in an immeasurable gulf 
behind you, which you can never pass, 
and if it stretches out its arms to you, it 
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win only be for the purpose of dragging 
70a down into tlie abyss with it I For- 
get it, therefore, my Natalie, and yield 
thyself to this beantiful and deUghtfdl 
present, to increase for yon the attrac- 
tions of which will ever be the dearest 
task of my life." 

'* It is tme," said the yonng maiden, 
sighing, " I am wrong to be always re- 
curring to those long-past times ; yon 
must pardon me, Panlo, but yon will 
also acknowledge that my enigmatical 
pastjnstifiesmein feeling some curios- 
ity. Only think how it began! Yon 
one day came rushing to my room, yon 
pressed me all trembling to your heart, 
and silently bore me away. * Natalie,^ said 
you, 'danger threatens you; I will save, 
or perish with you I' Yon mounted 
your horse with me in your arms. Be- 
hind us screamed and moaned the ser- 
vants of my house, but you regarded 
them not, and I trustingly clung to your 
heart, for I knew that if danger threat- 
ened me, you would surely save me! 
Oh, do you yet remember that fabulous 
ride? How we rested in out-of-the-way 
houses, or with poor peasant people, and 
then proceeded on farther and farther ! 
And how the sun constantly grew 
warmer, melting the snow, and you 
constantly became more cheerfiil and 
happy, until, one day, you impetuously 
pressed me to your bosom, and said: 
* Natalie, we are saved ! Life and the 
fhture are now yours! Look around 
you, we are in Italy. Here you can be 
free and happy ! ' " 

" And was not that a good prophe- 
cy?" asked Paulo. "Has it not been 
fulfilled ? Are you not happy ? " 

"I should be so," sighed Natalie, 



"could I avoid thinking so often of 
that past! Those words which you 
then spoke to me were the last I ever 
heard in that language, which I had 
always spoken until then, but of which 
I know not the name ! From that hoar 
yon spoke to me in an unknown tongae, 
and I felt like a poor deserted orphan, 
from whom was taken her last posses- 
sion, her language! " 

" And yet whole peoples have been 
robbed of that last and dearest posses- 
sion ! " said Paulo, his brow suddenly 
darkening, " and not, as in your case, to 
save life and liberty, but for the pur- 
pose of enslaving and oppressdng them/' 

Natalie, perceiving the sudden sad- 
ness of her friend, attempted to smile, 
and, graspin'g his hand, she said : 

" Oome, Paulo, we are naughty chil- 
dren, and vex ourselves with vagaries, 
while all nature is so cheerful and so 
replete with divine beauty. Only see 
with what glowing splendor the depart- 
ing sun rests upon the tops of the cy- 
presses ! Ah, it is nowhere so beautifal 
as here in my dear garden. This is my 
world and my happiness ! Sometimes, 
Paulo, it make^ me shudder to think 
that the walls surrounding ns might 
suddenly tumble down, and all the tall 
houses standing behind them, and all 
the curious people lounging in the 
streets, could then look in upon my par- 
adise ! That must be terrible, and yet 
Marianne tells me that other people live 
differently from ns, that their houses 
are not siirrounded by walls, and that 
no watchman with dogs drive away 
troublesome visitors from them. And 
yet, she says, they smilingly welcome 
such inconvenient people, receiving 
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them with friendly words, while they 
only thank God when they finally go 
and leave the occupants in peace. Is it 
then true, Paulo, that people can be so 
false to each other, and that those who 
live in the world neyer dare to speak as 
theytMnk?" 

"It is, alas I but too true, Natalie," 
said Panlo, with a sad smile. 

"Then never let me become ac- 
quainted with such a world," said the 
young maiden, clinging to Paulo's arm. 
"Let me always remain here in our sol- 
itude, which none but good people can 
share with us. For Marianne is good, 
as also Cecil, your servant; and Carlo — 
oh, Carlo would give his life for me. 
He is not false, like other people ; I can 
confide in him." 

" Think you so I " asked Paulo, look- 
ing deep into her eyes with a scrutiniz- 
ing glance. 

She bore his glance with a cheerful 
and unembarrassed smile, and a roguish 
nod of her little head. 

" You must certainly wish to paint me 
again, that you look at me so earnestly. 
No, Paulo, I will not sit to you again, 
yon paint me much too handsome ; you 
make an angel of me, while I am yet 
only a poor little thing, who lives but 
by your mercy, and does not even know 
her own name ! " 

" Angels never have a name, they are 
only known as angels, and need no fur- 
ther designation. As there is an Angel 
Gabriel, so is there an Angel Nata- 
lie I " 

" Mocker," said she, laughing, " there 
are no feminine angel^I But now 
come, be seated. Here is my guitar, 
and I will sing you a song for which 



Carlo yesterday brought me the melo- 
dy." 

" And the words ? " asked Paulo. 

"Well, as to the words, they must 
come in the singing — ^to-day one set of 
words, to-morrow another. Who can 
know what glows in your heart at any 
given hour, and what you may feel in 
the next, and which will escape you in 
words unknown to yourself and which 
unconsciously and involuntarily stream 
from your lips." 

" You are my charming poetess, my 
Sappho ! " exclaimed Paulo, kissing her 
hand. 

"Ah, would that you spoke true! " 
said she, with sparkling eyes and a 
deeper flush upon her cheeks. "Let 
me be a poetess like Sappho, and I 
would, like her, joyfully leap from the 
rocks into the sea. Oh, there are yet 
poetesses — Carlo has told me of them. 
All Eome now worships the great im- 
provisatrice, Corilla. I should like to 
know her, Paulo, only to adore her, 
only to see her in her splendor and 
her beauty 1 " 

" If you wish it, you shall see her," 
said Paulo. 

" Ah, I shall see her then 1 " shouted 
Natalie, and, as if to give expression to 
her inward joy, she touched the strings 
of her guitar, and in clear tones re- 
sounded a jubilant melody. Then she 
began to sing, at first in single isolated 
words and exclamations, which con- 
stantly swelled into more powerful, ani- 
mated' and blissful tones, and finally 
flowed into a regular dithyramb. It 
was a song of jubilee, a sigh of inno- 
cence and happiness ; she sang of God 
and the stars, of happy love, and of re- 



126 



THE DAUGHTER OF AN EMPRESS. 



uniting ; of blossom, fragrance, and fan- 
ning zephyrs ; and in unconscious, fore- 
boding pain, she sang of the sorrows 
of loYO, and the pangs of renunciation. 

All Nature seemed listening to her 
charming song ; no leaflet stirred, in 
low murmurs splashed the waves of the 
fountain by which she sat, and occa- 
sionally a nightiDgale wailed in unison 
with her hymn of rejoicing. The sun 
had descended to a ' point nearer the 
horizon, and bordered it with moving 
purple clouds. Natalie, suddenly inter- 
rupting her song, pointed with her rosy 
fingers to the heavens. 
"'"How beautiful it is, Paulo.I " said 
•she. 

, He, however, saw nothing but her 
face, illuminated by the evening glow. ; 

" How beautiful art thou I " he whis- 
pered low, pressing her head to. his 
bosom. 

Then both were silent, looking, lost 
in sweetest dreams, upon the surround- 
ing landscape; which,' as if in a silence 
of adoration, seemed to listen for the 
parting salutation of the god pf day. 
A nightingale « suddenly came and 
perched upon the myrtle-bush under 
which Natalie and her friend were -re- 
posing. Soon she began to sing, now 
,in complaining, now in exulting tones, 
■now, tenderly soft, now in joyful trum- 
pet-blasts; and the night- wind that 
how. arose rustled in organ-tones among 
-the cypress and olive trees. J . 
'■' Natalie clung closer: to her . friend's 
side. . . 

"I would now gladly die,l' said she. 

" Already die 1 ": whispered^ he. " Die 
before you have lived, Natalie ? " 

Then they were again silent, the 



wind rustled in the trees, the fountains 
murmured, the birds sang, and in golden 
light lay the mioon over this paradise of 
two happy beings. . 

But what is that which is rustling in 
the pines close to the wall— what is that 
looking out with flashing' eyes and a 
poisonous glance? Is it the serpent al- 
ready come, to expel- these happy beings 
from their paradise ? •. 

They see nothing, they hear nothing, 
they are both dreaming, so sure do they 
feel of their happiness. 

But there is a continued rustling. It 
is unnatural I It resen;ibles not the 
rustling of the eyening wind 1 It is not 
the rustling of a bird, balancing itself 
upon a branch of ihe tree ! "What, then, 
is it? 

An opening is . made in the foliage, 
and it is the arm of a man that makes 
it. Upon the wall is to b,e seen the 
form of a man, and near him slowly 
rises a second form. Cautiously he 
glances around, .'and; then -makes a 
scornful grimace. While his eyes shine 
like those of a hyena. ; He has discov- 
ered the two sitting together in happy 
security, and - eiyoying the tranquil 
beauty of the evening in silent beati- 
tude. He has seen them, and points 
toward them with his finger, while, at 
the same time, he lightly touches the 
arm pf the other man, who has boldly 
swung himself up on the wall. The 
glance of the latter fqllows the direc- 
tion in which the other points ; he jUso 
now sees the reposing pair, and over his 
features also flits an unnatural sn^ile. 
He suddenly fumbles in his bosom, and 
when his hand is withdrawn a small 
dagger glistens in it. With a bold leap. 
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ihe man is already on the point of 
jpringing from the wall into the garden. 
The other holds hun back, and makes a 
threatening counter- movement. He, it 
teems, is the commander, and uses his 
power with an indignant negative shake 
>f the head; his commanding glance 
seems to say: "Be silent, and ob- 
serve I " 

Staring and immovably their eyes 
were now fixed upon the silent pair 
Bitting in the bright moonlight which 
surrounded them as with a glory. One 
of the men stUl holds the dagger in his 
hand, and with a powerful arm the 
other holds him in check. Then they 
whisper low together — ^they seem to be 
consulting as to what is to be done. 
The man with the dagger seems to 
yield to the arguments or persuasions 
of the other. He nods his consent. The 



first disappears behind the wall, and the 
armed one slowly follows him. Yet 
once again he glances over the wall, 
raising his arm and shaking his dagger 
toward Natalie and her friend. Then 
he disappeared, and all was again 
peaceful and still in this smiling para- 
dise I 

Was it, perhaps, only an illusive 
dream that bantered us, only a/ato 
morgana formed by tlie moonbeams? 
Or does the serpent of evil really lurk 
about this paradise? "Will destruction 
find its way into this charmed garden ? 
Ah, no solitude and no wall can afford 
protection against misfortune I It creeps 
through the strongest lock, and over 
the highest wall ; and while we think 
ourselves safe, it is already there, close 
to us, and nearly ready to swallow us 
up. 
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CHAPTER XXIV 



THE LETTEBS. 



It was suddenly lively in the garden. 
Cecil, Paulo's old servant, approached 
from the house, with a lantern in his 
hand. 

He comes down the alley with hasty 
steps, and with an anxious countenance 
approaches his master. 

" What is it, Cecil ? " 

" Two letters, sir, that have just ar- 
rived. One comes from the hotel of 
the Eussian legation, and the other 
from that of the Lord-Cardinal Bemis." 

Paulo shuddered slightly, and his 
hand involuntarily grasped after the 
first letter, but he suddenly constrained 
himself, and his glance fell upon Nata- 
lie, whose eyes were fixed with curios- 
ity upon the two letters. 

"We will first see what the good 
Cardinal Bemis writes us I " said Count 
Paulo, placing the Jlussian letter in his 
pocket with apparent indifference. 

"Bemis?" asked Natalie. "Is not 
that the French cardinal, who is at the 
same time a poet, and whom the 
pope, the great Ganganelli, so dearly 
loves ? " 

"The same," said Paulo, "and be- 
sides, the same Cardinal Bernis whom 
I had months ago promised to allow the 
pleasure of making your acquaintance I 
He already knows you, Natalie, al- 



though he has never yet seen your fair 
face; he knows you from what I have 
told him." 

" Oh, let us quickly see what the good 
cardinal writes I " exclaimed Natalie, 
clapping her hands with the impatience 
of a child. 

Count Paulo smilingly broke the seal 
and read the letter. 

"You are in truth a witch," said he; 
"you must have some genius in your 
service, who listens to every wish yon 
express, in order to fulfil it without de- 
lay I This letter contains an invitation 
from the cardinal. He gives a great 
entertainment to-morrow, and begs of 
me that I will bring you to it. The 
improvisatrice Corilla will also be 
there I " 

" Oh, then I shall see her I " ex- 
claimed the delighted young maiden. 
" At length I shall see a poetess I For 
we shall go to this entertainment, shall 
we not, Paulo ? " 

The count thoughtfully cast down 
his eyes, and his hand involuntarily 
sought the letter in his pocket. An 
expression of deep care and anxiety was 
visible on his features, and Cecil seemed 
to divine the thoughts of his master, for 
he also looked anxious, and a deep sigh 
escaped from his breast. — Natalie per- 
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nothing of all this! She was 

occupied by the thought of see- 

rilla, the great improvisatrice, of 

Carlo, Natalie's music-teacher, 
d her so much, and whose fame 
onded by children and adults in 
streets of Eome. 
e go to this festival, do we not, 
" repeated she, as the count 
Qtinued silent. 

)vering from his abstraction, he 
'Yes, we will go! It is time 
ly Natalie was introduced into 
rcle of influential Romans, that 
ly gain friends among people of 
ance, who may watch over and 
. her when I no longer can I " 
>u will, then, leave me I " cried 
mg maiden, tummgpale and anx- 
jrasping the connt'sarm. "N"o, 

you cannot do that I Would 
ive me because I, a foolish child, 
. to go to this festival, and was 
jer contented with our dear and 
111 solitude? That was wrong in 
lulo, as I now plainly see, and I 
it no longer I Oh, we will pre- 
her pleasures for ourselves here 

delightful paradise. You have 
called me a poetess, and I will 
jlieve I am, and no longer wish to 
)ther. I will suffice for myself I 

I will immediately sing yon a 

i festival song, my friend ! " 

I taking her guitar, Natalie 

some joyous accords ; but Count 

lightly laid his hands upon the 

so as to silence them, and draw- 
e tips of her fingers to his lips, 
, slight shaking of his head, he 
* Not now, my charming poetess, 
ot worthy of hearing you.'' 



"And it is late," added Cecil, coming 
as it were to the aid of his master. 

The count rose. "Yes, yon are 
right— it is late," said he, "and I 
must not longer keep Natalie from her 
slumber. Come, my sweet child, yoii 
must retire ; you must sleep, that your 
brow may beam with blooming fresh- 
ness to-morrow I " 

Natalie made no answer; with a 
light sigh she mechanically took the 
count's offered arm. 

Cecil preceded them with the lan- 
tern in his hand. Thus they pro- 
ceeded up the alley leading to the 
villa, all three silent and thoughtftil. 
The sky had become obscured, a 
black cloud intercepted the light of 
the moon, and Natalie's charmed gar- 
den was suddenly wrapped in gloom. 

A cold shudder ran through her 
delicate frame. 

"A feeling ot anxiety has come over 
mo!" she whispered, clinging closer 
to the count's side. 

" Poor child ! " said the count. " Are 
you already oppressed with fear ? " 

" What if the wall should give way, 
and bad people should intrude into our 
garden ! Ah, Marianne says that mis- 
fortune lurks everywhere in the world, 
lying in ambush for those who think 
themselves safe, destroying their happi- 
ness, and making them wholly miser- 
able ; and people only laugh and rejoice 
that another man's hopes have been 
wrecked! Ah, and I have felt so se- 
cure in my happiness! If misfortune 
should now actually come — ^if these 
walls should prove not high enough to 
keep it off! Ah, Paulo, protect me. 
from lurking misfortune ! " 
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They had now arriyed at the door of 
the yilla. Paulo pressed the trembling 
yonng maiden with paternal tenderness 
to his breast, and, lightly touching her 
forehead with his lips, he said : '^ Grood- 
night, my love I Sleep gently, and be 
not anzioos I So long as I live, misfor- 
tune shall never approach yon I Best 
aasored of that ! " 

Thus speaking, he led her into the 
hoose, where Marianne was waiting to 
accompany her to her chamber. 

Katalle silently followed her, bat be- 
fore entering her room she once more 
tamed, and, pressing her fingers to her 
Ups, wafted kisses in the air toward her 
friend. 

« Good-night, Paalo I" 

" Good-night, Natalie I " 

The door closed behind her, and the 
smile instantly vanished from Pauleys 
lips. With impetuons haste, beckoning 
Oedl to follow him, he strode through 
the corridor leading to his own apart' 
ments. 

When he had arrived there, and Cecil 
had closed the door behind him, the 
count with a deep sigh threw himself 
upon a chair, whilst Cecil silently busied 
bimself in lighting the wax-candles and 
placing them upon the table bedde his 
master. 

"Will not your grace now read the 
other letter?" he timidly asked, as 
Count Paulo still remained buried in 
his dlent reflections. 

" Oh, this unblessed letter I " exclaim- 
ed the count, with a shudder. " I tell 
you, Cecil, I feel that it contains mis- 
fortune. It has lain with a heavy 
wei^t like a nightmare upon my 
breast, and I yet felt not the strength 



in me to draw it forth and read it in 
Natalie's presence ! " 

"That was well!" said Cedl, "and 
it was for that reason that I told you m 
advance that the letter was from Bos- 
sia, that you might be on your guard. 
But now. Sir Count, we are alone, and 
now you can read it! " 

"Yes, away with this childish fear!" 
cried the count, with resolution. "I 
will be a man, Cedl, and whatever this 
letter may contain, I will bear it like a 
man 1 " 

Drawing forth the letter, he broke 
the seal with a trembling hand^ and 
threw the cover across the room. Then 
unfolding the letter, he read. Behind 
him stood Cecil, involuntarily trembling 
with anxious expectation. 

The letter fell from the count's 
hands, and a deadly paleness spread 
over his face, which bore the expression 
of utter despair. 

" Oh, my prophetic soul ! " he sighed. 

"Your presentiment is then ful- 
filled ! " anxiously asked Cecil. 

" Yes, it is fulfilled ! My property is 
sequestrated; they refuse to send me 
the money I required ; ' they command 
my immediate return to Russia, as my 
conge has expired and my respite is 'at 
an end ! " 

" And you are lost, my lord, if ypu 
do not obey this command ! " said Cecil 

" And Natalie? " reproachfully asked 
the count. *' Can I, dare I leave her ? " 

"She is much safer without than 
with you 1 They may not yet suspect 
who she is ! It is very possible that it 
in reality only is because your leave 
of absence has expired, as the laws of 
Russia require that every absentee 
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shonld return to his ooontry once in 
every four years. Fulfil, therefore, 
this hard duty. Pretend to suppose that 
your recall is for no other reason than 
the renewal of your passport, and the 
giving you an opportunity to pay your 
homage to the empress. Appear inno- 
cent and unconcerned, and all may yet 
go well ! " 

"No," gloomily replied the count, 
** nothing will go well any more 1 The 
whole future stands before me in clear 
and distinct traits — ^a future full of 
shame and horror 1 Oh, would it not 
be better to flee from that future and 
seek in some remote and hidden valle/ 
a place where, perhaps, misfortune can- 
not reach, nor destruction overtake 
usi" 

"How?" reproachfully asked Cecil. 
"Is it Count Paulo who speaks thus? 
Is it the pupil whom I taught to defy 
misfortune and rise superior to disaster 
with courageous self-confidence ? Is it 
the son of my heart for whom I have 
left all, sacrificed all, for whom I have 
offered up my fatherland, my freedom, 
and my independence; whom I shall 
love until my last breath? Paulo, 
pluck up a good heart, my son I You 
have proposed to yourself a great end, 
which was only to be reached by thorny 
and dangerous paths; will you now 
stop at the first cross-road and return 
upon your steps, instead of pressing for- 
wai'd sword in hand ? No, no, I know 
you better, my son; this momentary 
hesitation will pass away, and you will 
again be great and strong for the strug- 
gle and the victory I " 

With a faint smile Count Paulo gave 
him his hand. "You know not, my 



friend, how great is the sacrifice you 
demand of me I " said he, in a subdued 
tone. ^^ I must leave Natalie. I must 
never see her more, never more draw 
consolation from her glance, nor hope 
from her charming smile 1 Oh, Cecil, 
you have no idea of what Natalie is to 
me ; you know not that I — " 

" I know," interposed Cecil, solemn- 
ly, " I know that you have sworn upon 
the holy book to protect her with your 
life from every injury; I know that 
you have sworn never to give rest to 
yourself until you have reinstated her 
in her mherited rights, and that, until 
then, she shall be sacred to you, sacred 
as a sister, sacred as a daughter whose 
honor you will protect and defend 
against every outrage, against even 
every sinful thought. That have you 
sworn, and I know you will hold your 
word sacred and keep your oath I " 

Count Paulo drc^ped his head upon 
his breast and sighed deeply. 

"I must therefore leave herl " said 
he. 

" Your own welfare demands it." 

" But how is she to live during our 
absence? Our money will not suflSce 
to the end. Alas I we had so surely 
calculated on this remittance from my 
estates, and now it fails us I " 

" We will sell that costly ornament of 
brilliants which you had destined as a 
present for Natalie on her seventeenth 
birthday." 

" Ah," sighed the count, " you have 
a means for the removal of every obsta- 
cle. I must therefore go I " 

"And I go with you," said Cecil. 
" I would, if it must be so, be able to 
die for you 1 " 
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" They will destroy all three of nsl " 
said the count. " Believe me, the knife 
is already sharpened for onr throats! 
Believe also, Cecil, that I tremhle not 
from fear of death. But I fear for Na- 
talie I Ah, I already seem to see the 
approach of her murderers, to see them 
seize her with their hloody hands, and I 
shall not be thereto protect her ! " 

While Count Paulo thus spoke, with 
a sad, foreboding soul, those two mys- 
terious men, who had so threateningly 
watched and listened to Natalie and 
her Mend, still remained under the wall. 

The one still held the dagger in his 
hand, and was unquietly walking back 
and forth near his companion, who 
had' calmly thrown himself upon the 
ground. 

" You did wrong to hinder me, Bep- 
po," he angrily said. " It would have 
been best to have finished them at 
once. The occasion could not have 
been more favorable — ^the solitary gar- 
den, the nightly stillness and obscurity. 
Ah, one blow would have done the 
business I " 

"Well, and what if the gentleman 
who sat near her had seized you before 
the blow was struck? How then?" 
asked the other. " You are yet but a 
novice and a bungler, friend Giuseppo. 



You yet lack discretion, the tranquil 
glance, the sm*e hand! You always 
suffer yourself to become excited, which 
is unartistic and even dangerous. We 
went out to-day only to obtain informa- 
tion ; we were only to discover and ob- 
serve the signora, and perhaps to watch 
for an opportunity. But to fall upon 
her in this garden would have been the 
extreme of stupidity, for we had all the 
servants and the hounds against us, and 
it is one of the first principles of our 
profession to put others in danger, bnt 
never to incur it ourselves." 

"Wherefore, then, have we come 
l|ere?" cried Guiseppo, with vehe- 
mence. 

"To see and know her, that we may 
surely recognize her again when the 
right hour comes. And that hour will 
come — ^I will answer for it. Did not 
the signora tell us that this lady would 
probably attend the festival of Cardinal 
Bemis?" 

" She said so." 

" Well, and we have come here that 
we might see and know her in advance. 
She is very beautifdl^ and a truly 
respectable person, Giuseppo. I am 
pleased with the idea of this festival of 
the French cardinal. I think it will 
afford much business in our line." 
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CHAPTER XXY. 



DIFLOMATIO QUABBELS. 



In the palace of the French ambassa- 
dor at Eome, Oardinal Bemis, there 
was an xmnsually busy movement to- 
day. From the kitchen-boys to the 
msgor-domo, all were in the most lively 
motion, in the most passionate activity. 
For this morning, while taking hi^ 
chocolate, the cardinal had sent for his 
m£gor-domo, and, quite contrary to the 
nsnal joviality of his manner, had very 
seriously and solemnly said to him: 
" Signor Brunelli, I to-day intrust you 
with a very important and responsible 
duty, that of making as splendid as 
possible the grand festival we are three 
days hence to give in honor of the 
Archduke Ferdinand. No pains must 
be spared, nothing must be wanting; 
the most luxurious richness, the most 
tasteftil decoration, the most extrava- 
gant splendor must be exhibited. For 
this entertainment must excite the at- 
tention not only of Rome, but of all 
Europe ; it must become the subject of 
conversation at all the courts, and, 
above all, it must cause the Sespair of 
all present ambassadorial housekeeping. 
I have very important diplomatic rea- 
sons for this. All Europe shall see how 
devoted France is to the empire of Aus- 
tria, and what a good understanding 
subsists between the two courts. There- 



fore, Signor Brunelli, strain yonr inven- 
tive head, that it may on this occasion 
hit upon whatever is most distinguished 
and preeminent, for this must be an en- 
tertainment never before equalled. That 
is what I expect, what I demand of 
you ; and if you satisfy my demands, it 
will give me pleasure to reward your 
zeal by a present of a hundred ducats." 

Thus with solemn dignity spoke the 
cardinal, while sipping his chocolate ; 
and Signor Brunelli had pledged him- 
self by a solemn oath punctually to ful- 
fil his master's commands, and to aston- 
ish Eome with an entertainment such 
as had never been recorded in the an- 
nals of diplomatic history. 

With a proud step had Brunelli gone 
to his own private cabinet, where, hav- 
ing shut himself up, he had devoted sev- 
eral hours to serious meditation upon 
the deep plans presenting themselves 
to his mind. But Signor Brunelli had, 
in fact, a very experienced and inventive 
head, and the cardinal acted wisely in 
confiding in his m%jor-domo and leav- 
ing to him the ordering of the enter- 
tainment. 

He had now, with the sharp glance 
of a military commander, arranged his 
plan of battle, and felt perfectly sure of 
victory, fie therefore rang for a ser- 
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vant, and commanded the attendance of 
the chief cook in the cabinet of the 
m^or-domo. Then with a gentleman- 
like listlessness he threw himself upon a 
divan and began to sip his coffee with 
the exact dignified deportment that had 
been displayed by his excellency the 
cardinal. 

" Signer Gianettino," said he, to the 
entering cook, "I propose honoring 
you to-day with a very important Mid 
significant affair. I wish, on the day 
after to-morrow, to prepare an enter- 
tainment which in splendor and mag- 
nificence shall surpass any thing hith- 
erto seen. You know that the m^or- 
domoB of the other diplomatists have 
become my irreconcilable enemies 
through envy ; they cannot for^vo me 
for having more inventive faculties and 
better taste than any of them I We 
must bring these m^orrdomos to de- 
spair, and with a gnashing of teeth they 
shall acknowledge that in all things I 
am their master. You, however, must 
aid me in this great work; in your 
hands, Signer Gianettino, lies a consider- 
able part of my triumph and my laurels. 
For what does it help me, if the arrange- 
ments and decorations, if the whole es- 
tablishment, are excellent, should there 
be a failure in the highest and most 
sublime part of the entertainment — in 
the food. The food, my dear sir, and a 
well-ordered table, is the gist of a festi- 
val, and should there be the least fail- 
ure in that, the whole is profaned and 
desecrated, and mijst be covered with 
a raoumiUg-veil. Take mj words to 
heart, signer ; let us have a table cov- 
ered with food the mere odor of which 
Bhsll set our first gourmets in ecstatic 



astonishment, while its judicious ar- 
rangement will give pleasure to the 
poetic mind ! That is what I expect of 
you, and if you succeed in satisfying my 
requirements, I am ready to reward 
your exertions with fifty bottles of our 
best French wines." 

Signer Gianettino returned his thanks 
with a pleasant, thoughtful smile, 
and with a m^estic step repaired to 
hie boudoir, where he was seen for a 
long time, walking back and forth 
in deep thought and with a wrinkled 
brow. Then, stepping to his writing- 
table, he sketched the plan of tMs in- 
ordinately great dinner, at first slowly 
and thoughtftilly, and then with con- 
stantly more and more fire and en- 
thusiasm, carried away by the great- 
ness of the occasion, and animated 
by the importance of his mission 
and his calling. 

Then, throwing aside the pen, and ex- 
hausted by so great an effort, he gently 
glided down upon the divan, at the 
same time ringing for a servant whom 
he directed to bring his breakfast and 
afterward to summon aU the cooks 
and scullions to his cabinet. He then 
stretched himself with eminent grace 
upon the divan, as he had seen the 
major-domo do ; with a serious thought- 
fulness he sipped the glass of Malvoi- 
sie the servant had brought him, with 
sundry jpdte8 and rare entremets. 

And they came, the cooks and scul- 
lions, they came in their white jackets, 
with their white aprons and snow-white 
caps ; they came in solemn silence, ftilly 
impressed with the importance of the 
moment. 

"Signers," said the chief cook, "it is 
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on a beantiftil and sublime afEair that I 
have assembled yon here to-day. It 
concerns an increase of the fame and 
trinmphs we have so many times gained 
over our diplomatic rivals, and an in- 
crease of the lamrels we have won in the 
sacred realms of our art ! I propose to 
prepare a banquet for to-morrow, and 
for that I require your support and aid, 
gentlemen. For what is the use of 
ever so good a plan of battle of a com- 
mander-in-chief, if his troops fail in 
courage and skill to carry out the plan 
of their general? , Gentlemen, I doubt 
not your courage or skill I You will 
contend for the sake of the fame we 
have acquired and hitherto eigoyed 
without dispute, for the sake of the 
fame which the French ouuine has en- 
joyed for centuries, and which must be 
preserved until the end of all things I 
Ton will stand by me, gentlemen, in 
the praiseworthy eflfort to acquire new 
glory for France, by showing these little 
Austrian princes and these gentlemen 
^lomatists what wonderful things the 
French art of cookery can bring to 
pass. The plan is devised and sketched, 
and all that is now required is its exe- 
cution. If this great work succeeds, 
then, gentlemen, you may feel assured 
of my eternal gratitude^a gratitude 
which I will prove to you by leaving all 
the remains of the dinner to your free 
use and sole benefit I Here is the plan, 
hasten to the work ; I have assigned to 
each one the part he is to take in its 
accomplishment. Hasten, therefore! I 
however, by way of exception, will my- 
self go to the market to-day and make 
the necessary purchases. On such an 
important occasion, no one, however 



highly placed, must decline labor and 
the faithful performance of duty. I go, 
therefore, and six of the kitchen-boys 
may follow me with their baskets." 

Thus speaking, the chief cook. Signer 
Gianettino, took his hat and gold-headed 
eane to go to the market. Six kitchen- 
boys, armed with large baskets, fol- 
lowed him at a respectM distance. 

At .the great vegetable and fish mar- 
ket of Rome there was to-day a very 
unusual and extraordinary life and 
movement There was a crowd and 
tumult, a roaring and screaming, a 
shouting and laughing, such as had not 
been heard for a long time. It was 
partly in consequence of the fact that 
the whole diplomatic corps had been for 
some days agitated with preparations 
for entertainments in honor of the 
Archduke Ferdinand, who had come to 
Home to see the wonders of the holy 
city, and who could hardly find time 
and leisure for the festivities offered 
him. But for the tradesmen and deal- 
ers, for the country people in the vicin- 
ity of Rome, this presence of the Aus- 
trian prince was a happy circumstance ; 
for these banquets and festivals scat- 
tered money among the people, and the 
dealers and honest country people could 
fearlessly raise their prices, as they were 
sure of a sale for thdr commodities. 
The cooks and servants of the diplomat- 
ists and cardinals were seen running 
hither and thither in busy haste, every- 
where selecting the best, everyW-here 
buying and cheapening. 

But in one place in the market there 
was to-day an especial liveliness and 
activity among the crowd, and to that 
spot Signer Gianettino bent his steps. 
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He bad seen the cook of the Spanish 
^bassaidor, the Dnke of Grimaldi, 
among those collected tHere, and as this 
cook was one of his bitterest enemies and 
opponents, Signer Gianettino resolved 
to watch him, and, if possible, play him 
a trick. He therefore cantionsly min- 
gled with the crowd, and made a sign 
to his followers to keep at a distance 
from him. , 

It was certainly a very important af- 
fair with which the Spanish cook Don 
Bempo was occupied, as it concerned 
the purchase of a fish that a country- 
man had brought to the city, of such 
a monstrous size and weight that the 
like had never been seen there. It was 
the most remarkable specimen with 
which the Eoman fish-market had ever 
been honored. But the lucky fisherm an 
was ftiUy aware of the extraordinary 
beauty of his fish, and in his arrogant 
pride demanded twenty ducats for it. 

That was what troubled Don Bempo. 
Twenty ducats for one single fish, and 
the m^'or-domo of the Spanish ambas- 
sador had urged upon him the most 
stringent economy ; but he had, indeed, 
at the same time urged upon him to pro- 
vide every thing as splendid as possible 
for the banquet which the Duke of 
Grimaldi was to give in honor of the 
Archduke Ferdinand; indeed, he had 
with an anxious sigh commanded him 
to outdo if possible the next day's feast 
of Cardinal Bemis, and to provide yet 
rarer and more costly viands than the 
French cook. 

That was what Don Bempo was now 
considering, and what made him waver 
in his first determination not to buy the 
fish. 



There was only this one gigantic fish 
in the market ; and, if he bought it, 
Signer Gianettino, his enemy, of course 
could not possess it ; the triumph of the 
day would then inure to the Spanish 
embassy, and Don Bempo would come 
off conqueror. That was indeed "a very 
desirable object, but — twenty ducats 
was still an enormous price, and was 
not at all reconcilable with the recom- 
mended economy. 

At any rate he dared not buy the fish 
without first consulting them^or-domo 
of the duke. 

" You will not, then, sell this fish for 
twelve ducats ? " asked Don Bempo, 
just as Gianettino had unnoticedly ap- 
proached. " Eeflect, man, twelve duc- 
ats are a fortune — ^it is a princely pay- 
ment \ " 

The fisherman contemptuously shook 
his head. "Bather than sell it for 
twelve ducats I would eat it myself," 
said he, "and invite my friends, these 
good Romans, as guests! Go, go, sub- 
lime Spanish Don, and buy gudgeons 
for your pair of miserable ducats I Such 
a fish as this is too dear for you ; yon 
Spanish gentlemen should buy gud- 
geons ! " 

"Bravo! bravo! " cried the laughing 
spectators. " Gudgeons for the Spanish 
gentlemen with high-nosed faces and 
empty pockets ! " 

Don Bempo blushed with anger and 
wounded pride. "I shall unquestion- 
ably buy this fish," said he, " for noth- 
ing is too dear for my master when the 
honor of our nation is to be upheld. 
But you must allow me time to go 
home and get the money from the ma- 
jor-domo. Keep the fish, therefore, so 
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long, and I will return with the twenty 
ducats for it." 

And m^estically Don Bempo made 
himself a path through the crowd, 
which laughingly stepped aside* for him, 
shouting: ^'Gudgeons for the Spanish 
gentletnen ! Viva Don Bempo, who pays 
twenty ducats for a fish I " 

" He will certainly not come back," 
said the fisherman, shaking his head. 

" He goes to buy gudgeons 1 " cried 
another. 

" What will you bet that he returns 
to buy the fish ? " said a third. 

"He will not buy it!" interposed 
a fourth. " These Spaniards have no 
money ; they are poor deyils I " 

** Who dares say that? " shrieked an- 
other, and now suddenly followed one 
of those quarrels which are so quickly 
excited on the least occasion among the 
passionate people of the south. There 
was much rage, abuse, and noise. How 
flashed the eyes, how shook the fists, 
what threats resounded there I 

" Peace, my dear friends, be quiet I 
tell you ! " cried the fi8herman,i.with his 
stentorian voice. " See, there comes a 
new purchaser for my fish. Be /ijui^t, 
and let us see how much France is dis- 
posed to offer us." 

The disturbance subsided as suddenly 
as it had arisen, and all pressed nearer ; 
all directed interrogating, curious, ex- 
pectant glances at Signer Gianettino, 
who just at that moment approached 
with a proud and grave step, followed 
by the solemn train of six scullions with 
their baskets. 

No one had before remarked him in 
the crowd, for they had been all eyes 
and ears for Don Bempo, and hence 



every one supposed he had only just 
then arrived. « 

The shrewd chief cook also assumed 
the appearance of having only acciden- 
tally passed that way without the inten- 
tion of buying any thing. 

But he suddenly stopped before the 
great fish as if astonished at its enor- 
mous size, and seemed to view it with 
admiration and delight. 

'' What a rare and splendid animal is 
this 1 " he finally exclaimed with anima* 
tion. " Really, one must come to Rome 
to see such a wonder I " 

"That is understood!" exultingly 
cried the bystanders, who had a rev- 
erence for the fishes of Rome. 

"This is no niggard! Ee will not 
be so mean as to offer twelve ducats for 
such a miracle as this I '' 

"Twelve ducats!" cried Gianettino, 
folding his hands. "How can you 
think me so pitiful as to offer such a 
miserable sum for so noble a fish. Ko, 
truly, he must have a bold forehead 
who would offer so little money for 
this splendid animal I " 

"Hear him! hear!" cried the peo- 
ple. "This, is a learned man. He 
knows something of the value of rari- 
ties!" 

" Fitja/ Long life to the French 
cook, ilgrande ministro delta eiteina ! " 

Gianettino bowed politely in response 
to the compliment, and then civilly 
asked the price of the fish. 

The fisherman stood there with an 
expression of regretful sadness upon his 
face. " I fear it will be of little use to 
name the price I " said he, " the fish is 
as good as sold." 

"Nevertheless, name the price! " 
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"Twenty ducats !" 
• "Twenty ducats I" exclaimed Gian- 
ettino, with an expression of the live- 
liest astonishment. "You jest> my 
friend ! How can sucli a splendid ani- 
mal be possibly sold for twenty duc- 
ats?" 

"Hear I hear I" shouted the crowd. 
" He finds the price too low I " 

" He is a real gentleman ! " 

" He will not buy gudgeons like the 
Spaniard I " 

"In earnest, friend, tell me the price 
of this fish 1 " said Gianettino. 

" I have demanded twenty ducats for 
it," sadly responded the fisherman, 
" and it is sold for that sum." 

" Impossible ! In that case it would 
not be lying here I " replied Gianettino. 
" Or has the man paid you the money, 
and now gone for a cart for the con- 
veyance of the giant ? " 

" I have not yet been paid." 

" Tlie purchaser, then, has given you 
earnest money ? " 

" No, not even that. I have yet re- 
ceived nothing upon it." 

" And you can pretend that you have 
sold this fish," cried Gianettino, "and 
that, too, for the ridiculously small sum 
of twenty ducats I Ah, you are a 
joker, my good man ; you wish to ex- 
cite in me a desire for this rare speci- 
men, and therefore you say it is sold. 
But how can a fish that yet lies ex- 
posed for sale, and for which no one 
has made you a suitable offer, be al- 
ready sold ? " 

And gravely approaching the giant of 
the waters, Gianettino laid his band 
upon his head and solemnly said : " The 
fish is mine. I purchase it ; you demand 



twenty ducats! But I shall give yon 
what you ought to have, and what the 
creature is worth I I shall pay yon 
Bix-and-thirty ducats for him 1 " * 

The crowd, which had maintained an 
anxious and breathless silence daring 
this negotiation, now broke out with a 
loud and exulting shout. 

" That is a real nobleman I" 

" Bwiva il ministro della cudna ! II 
grcmde GumetUno/^^ 

" That is no parsimonious Spaniard ! 
He is a French cavalier. He will buy 
no gudgeons, but will have the right 
Eoman fish." 

" Gentlemen," said Gianettino, mod- 
estly casting down his eyes^ ^'I do not 
understand your praises, and it seem9 
to me I only deal like a man of honor, 
as every one of you would do I This 
honest man taxes his wares too low ; I 
give him what they are worth I That is » 
all. If I acted otherwise I should not 
long remain in the service of the lofty 
and generous Cardinal Bemis! Jus- 
tice and generosity, that is the first 
command of his excellency I " 

" Ewka the French ambassador I " 

"Praise and honor to Cardinal 
Bemis I " 

And while the people were thus 
shouting, Gianettino, firom his well- 
filled purse paid down the six-and-thirfy 
ducats upon the fisherman^s board. He 
then commanded his six attendant scul- 
lions to bear off the fish. 

It was, indeed, a heavy work to place 
the enormous animal upon their bas- 
kets, but the active Romans cheerfully 
lent a hand, and when they had sue- 

* Archenholz, " England and Italy/* vol iv., 
p. 217. 
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ceeded in the difficult task, and the six 
youngsters bent nnder their heavy 
load, Signor Gianettino gravely pnt 
himself at the head of the train, and 
proudly gave the order : " Forward to 
the kitchen of his excellency Cardinal 
Bemisl" 

At this moment a man was seen mak- 
ing his way through the crowd ; thrust- 
ing right and left with his elbows, he 
incessantly pushed on, and, just as Sig- 
nor Gianettino had fairly got his troop 
in motion, the man, who was no other 
than Don Bempo, succeeded in reach- 
ing the fisherman^s table. 

"Here, I bring you the twenty 
ducats," he proudly called out. " They 
will no longer say that the Spaniards 
buy gudgeons. The fish is mine! 
There are your twenty ducats ! " 

And, with a supercilious air, Don Bem- 
po threw the money upon the table. 

But just as proudly did the fisherman 
push back the money. "The fish is 
sold !" said he. 

"Forward, march! " repeated Signor 
Gianettino his word of command , " For- 
ward to the kitchen of his excellency 
Cardinal Bemisl " 

And with solemn dignity the train 
began to move. 

Don Bempo with a cry of rage rushed 
upon the fish. 

" This fish is mine," he wildly cried, 
. "I was the first to offer its price, I 
offered twenty ducats, and only went 
home to get the money 1 " 

" And I," exclaimed Signor Gianet- 
tino, "I offered thirty-six ducats, and 
immediately paid the cash, as I always 
have money by me." 

"It is Signor Gianettino, the cook 



of the French ambassador, and I am 
ruined I " groaned Don Bempo, stagger- 
ing back. 

" Yes, it is the cook of his excellency 
the cardinal ! " cried the crowd. 

"And the cardinal is an honorable 
man! " 

" He is no Spanish niggard ! " 

"He does not haggle for a giant 
fish ; he pays more than is demanded I " 

" I hope," said Signor Gianettino to 
Don Bempo, who still convulsively 
grasped the fish, "that you will now 
take your hands from my property and 
leave me to go my way without further 
hinderance. It is not noble to lay 
hands on the goods of another, Don 
Bempo, and this fish is mine! " 
'' " But this is contrary to all interna- 
tional law!" exclaimed the enraged 
Don Bempo. " You forget, signor, that 
you insult my master, that you insult 
Spain, by withholding from me by main 
force what I have purchased in the 
name of Spain." 

" France will never stand second to 
Spain I " proudly responded Gianet- 
tino, "and where Spain offers twenty 
ducats, France pays six-and-thirty ! — 
Forward, my youngsters I To the kitch- 
en of the French ambassador ! " 

And ungently pushing back Don 
Bempo, Gianettino solemnly marched 
through the crowd with his retinue, the 
people readily making a path for him 
and cheering him as he went. 

It was a brilliant triumph in the per- 
son of the chief cook of their ambassa- 
dor, which the French celebrated to- 
day; it was a shameful defeat which 
Spain suffered to-day in the person of 
her ambassador's chief cook. 
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Proud and happy marched Signor 
Gianettino through the streets, accom- 
panied by his gigantic fish, and followed 
by the shouts of a Roman mob. 

Humiliated, with eyes cast down, 



with rage in his heart sneaked Don 
Bempo toward the Spanish ambassa- 
dor's hotel, and long heard behind him 
the whistling, laughter, find cat-calls of 
the Eoman people. 
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CHAPTER XXVI. 



THE FISH FETTD. 



Oabdhtal Bnaosris was in his boudoir. 
Before him lay the list of those persons 
whom he had invited to his entertain- 
ment of the next day, and he saw with 
proud satisfaction that all had accepted 
his invitation. 

" I shall, then, have a brilliant and 
stately society to meet this Austrian 
archduke," said the well-contented car- 
dinal to himself. " The Slite of the no- 
bihty, all the cardinals and ambassadors, 
will make their appearance, and Aus- 
tria will be compelled to acknowledge 
that France maintains the best under- 
standing with all the European powers, 
and that she is not the less respected 
because the Marquise de Pompadour is 
in fact King of France." 

" Ah, this good marquise," continued 
the cardinal, stretching himself comfort- 
ably upon his lounge and taking an 
open letter from the table, " this good 
marquise gives me in fact some cause 
for anxiety. She writes me here 
that France is in favor of the project 
of Portugal for the suppression of 
the order of the Jesuits, and I am 



so to inform the pope! This is a 
dangerous thing, marquise, and may 
possiblybumyour tender fingers. The 
suppression of the Jesuits I Is not that 
to explode a powder-barrel in the midst 
of Europe, that may shatter all the 
states ? Ko, no, it is foolhardiness, and 
I have not the courage to apply the 
match to this powder-barrel I I fear it 
may blow ns all into the ai^.^ 

And the cardinal began to read anew 
the letter of Madame de Pompadour 
which a French courier had brought 
him a few hours before. 

** Ahem, that will be dangerous for the 
good father ! " said he, shaking his head. 
*' Austria also agrees to this magnificent 
plan of the Portuguese Minister Pombal, 
and I am inclined to think that this 
Austrian archduke has come to Borne 
only for the purpose of bringing to the 
pope the consent of the Empress 
Maria Theresa 1 Ha, ha I how singular I 
their chaste and virtuous Maria Theresa 
and our good Pompadour are both 
agreed in this matter, and in taking 
this course are both acting against their 
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awn will. The women love the Jesuits, 
these good fathers who furnish them 
with an excuse for every weakness, and 
hold a little back door open for every 
sin. That is very convenient for these 
good women I Yes, yes, the women — ^I 
think I know them." 

And, smilmg, the cardinal sank 
deeper into himself, dreaming of past, 
of charming times, when he had not 
yet 'counted sixty -five years. He 
dreamed of Venice, and of a beautiful 
nun he had loved there, and who for 
him had often left her doister in the 
night-time, and, warm and glowing 
with passion, had come to him. He 
beamed of those heavenly hours, 
where all pleasure and all happiness had 
been compressed into one blessed intox- 
ication of bliss, where the chaste priest- 
ess of the Ohurch had for him changed 
into a sparkling priestess of joy I 

" Yes, that was long ago I " murmured 
the cardinal, as at length he awoke 
from his blissM dreams of the past. 

" Those were beautiful times — ^I was 
then young and happy ; I was then a 
man, and now — ^now am old ; love has 
withered, and with it poesy I I am now 
nothing but a diplomatist'* 

There was a low knock at the door. 
The cardinal hastily but carefully re- 
turned the portrait of his beautiful nun 
to the secret drawer in his writing-table 
whence it had been taken, and bade the 
knocker to enter. 

It was Brunelli, the m^'or-domo of the 
cardinal, who came with a proud step, 
and face beaming with joy, to make a 
report of his plans and preparations for 
the morrow's entertainment. 

" In the evening the park wiU be il- 



luminated with many thousand lamps, 
which will outshine the sun, so that the 
guests will there wander in a sea of 
light," said he, in closing his report. 

The cardinal smiled, and with a stolen 
glance at the small box that contained 
the portrait of his beautiful nun, he 
said : " Spare some of the walks in the 
alleys from your sea of light, and leave 
them in a partial obscurity. A little 
duskiness is sometimes necessary for joy 
and happiness I But how is it with 
your C6wfe du diner f What has Signer 
Gianettino to offer us? I hope he has 
has something very choice, for you 
know the cardinals like a good table, 
and my friend Duke Grimaldi has a 
high opinion of our cuisine." 

"Ah, the Spanish ambassador, your 
excellency?" exclaimed Brunelli, con- 
temptuously. "The Spanish ambassa- 
dor knows nothing of the art of cooke- 
ry, or he would not possibly be satisfied 
with his cook I He is a niggard, a poor 
feUow, of whom all Home is speaking 
to-day, and laughing at him and his 
master, while they are praising you to 
the skies I " 

And Signer Brunelli related to his 
listening master the whole story of the 
gigantic fish, and of the humiliation of 
the Spanish cook. 

The cardinal listened with attention, 
and a dark cloud gradually gathered 
upon his thoughtful brow. 

"That is a very unfortunate occur- 
rence," said he, shaking his head, as 
Brunelli ended. 

" But at least it was an occurrence 
in which France triumphed, your ex- 
cellency," responded Brunelli, 

"I much fear the Duke of Grimaldi 
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will do as yon have done," said the car- 
dinal ; " he will oonfonnd my cook with 
France, and in his cook see all Spain 
insulted." 

" Then yonr excellency is not satis- 
fied?" asked Brunelli, with consterna- 
tion. "The whole palace is full of 
jubilation ; all the servants and lackeys 
and even the secretary of the legation 
are delighted with this divine affair ! " 

The cardinal paid no attention to 
these paneg3rrics of his migor-donio, but 
thoughtfully paced the room with long 
strides. 

^' And yon think Gianetdno had the 
right of it ? " at length he asked. 

" He was entirely in the right, your 
excellency. Nothing had been paid for 
the fish, and Gianettino^s right to pur- 
chase was perfect, and nobody could 
dispute it I " 

" Well, when we are in the right, we 
must maintain our right," said the car- 
dinal, after a pause, 'Vand as the affair 
is known to all Borne, it must be fought 
through with eclat / The fish, in all its 
pride of greatness shall grace our table 
to-morrow ! " 

^' We have no dish of sufficient size in 
which to serve it." 

"Then let a new one be made," 
laughed the cardinal. "Take the meas- 
ure of this Goliath, and hasten to the 
silversmith, that he may make a silver 
dish of the proper size. But see that it 
is completed by to-morrow morning, 
and that it is richly ornamented. If 
Borne has heard of the fish, so also 
must it hear of the dish. Hasten, there- 
fore, Signor Brunelli, and see that all is 
done as I have ordered ! " 

"This is, in fact, a very diverting 



story," said the cardinal, laughing, when 
he w^ again alone. " We have here 
a monster fish which will probably 
swallow my friendship with the Buke 
of Grimaldi ! Well, we shall see ! " 

The cardinal then rang for his body- 
servant, whom he ordered to dress him. 

" Court toilet ? " asked the servant, 
astonished at being called to this service 
at 80 unusual an hour. 

" No, house toilet I " said the cardi- 
nal " I shall soon receive visitors," 

The shrewd cardinal had not deceiv- 
ed himself! In a few minutes an 
equipage rolled into the court, and the 
footman announced his highness the 
Spanish ambassador, the Duke of 
Grimaldi. 

"He is a thousand times welcome!" 
cried the cardinal, and as the door now 
opened and the Spanish duke entered, 
the cardinal advanced to receive him 
with open arms and a friendly smile. 

"My dear, much-beloved friend, what 
a delightful surprise is this ! " said the 
cardinal. 

But the duke observed neither the 
open arms nor the pleasant smile, nor 
yet the friendly welcome of the cardi- 
nal. He strode forward with a serious, 
m^^estio grandeaza, and placing himself 
directly before the cardinal, he solemn- 
ly asked: "Know you of the outrage 
which a servant of your house has in- 
flicted on mine ? " 

"Of an outrage?" asked the cardi- 
nal, without embarrassment. "I have 
been told that your cook had a dispute 
with mine, because mine had bought a 
fish that was too dear for yours. That 
is all I know." 
."Then they have not told you," 
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thundered tihe duke, '^ that jonr servant, 

like an impudent street robber, has 

wrongfuUy seized my property. For 

that fish was mine, it belonged to the 

Spanish embassy, and therefore to 

Spain ; and yonr servant bas witb ont- 

rageoos insolence committed a trespass 

upon the property of a foreign power I " 

"Did this fish, then, actually belong 

to the Spanish crown?'' asked Bemis. 

"Was it already paid for, and legally 

yours? " 

"It was not paid for, but was order- 
^ and my servant bad gone home for 
the money." 

"As long as it was not paid for, no 
otie could have any daim upon it." 

"You are, then, disposed to dispute 
the fish with me? " cried the duke. 

"Should I dispute it," smilingly re- 
sponded the cardinal, " that would be 
equivalent to a recognition of your right 
to it, which I have no idea of making. 
Besides, my friend, what does this quar- 
rel of our cooks concern us, and what 
has Spain and France to do with these 
disputes of our servants? They may 
fight out their own quarrels with each 
other ; let us give them leave to do so, 
and if they give each other bloody 
heads, very well, we will bind them up, 
thatisalll" 

" You take the affair with your usual 
practical indifference," said the duke 
with bitterness, " and I can only regret 
being compelled to look at it in a differ- 
ent light. The question here is not of 
a difficulty between our servants, but 
of an insult which Spain has received 
from France in the face of all Bome. 
Yes, all Rome has witnessed this insult, 
and these miserable Bomans have even 



dared to dishonor us with irony and 
satire, and to mock and deride Spain, 
while they overload you ^ith their 
praises I " 

"The good Bomans, as you know, 
are like children. This contest of our 
cooks has delighted them, and they 
shouted a viva to the conqueror. But 
I beg you not to forget that I have 
nothing at all to do with the victories 
of my cook." 

"But I have something to do with 
the defeats of mine I Whoever insults 
my servant insults me; and whoever 
insults me, insults the kingdom I re- 
present — ^insults Spain I It is therefore 
in the name of Spain that I come to 
demand satisfaction. Spain has a right 
to this fish I I demand my right, I de- 
mand the surrender of the fish 1 " 

" If you take this matter in earnest," 
said the cardinal, " then am I sorry to 
be compelled also to be serious! If 
Spain can find offence in the fact that 
France has bought a fish which was 
too dear for the Spanish cook, I cannot 
see how I can here make satisfaction, as 
we cannot be taxed with any fault." 

" You refuse me the fish, then ? " ex- 
didmed the duke, bursting with rage. 

" As you say that all Borne knows of 
this affair and takes an interest in it, I 
cannot act otherwise. It must not have 
the appearance that France feels her- 
self less great and powerful than Spain ; 
that France pusiUanimously yields when 
Spain makes an unjust demand I " 

" That is to say, you wish to break 
off all friendly relations with us ? " 

*' And can those relations be serious- 
ly endangered by this affair?" asked 
the cardinal, with vivacity. " Is it pos- 
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aible that this trifling misonderstandiag 
between two servants can exeroise an 

inflaence upon a long-cherished friend- 

« 

ship and harmony of two powers whose 
relations, whether friendly or other- 
wise, may uphold or destroy the peace 
of Europe?" 

" Honor is the first law of the Span- 
iard," proudly responded the duke, 
''and whoever wounds that can no 
longer be my friend I France has at- 
tack^ the honor of Spain, and all 
Borne has chimed in with the insult- 
ing acclamations of France — all Borne 
knows the story of this fish ! " 

" Then let us show to these silly Ro- 
mans- that we both look upon the whole 
affair merely as a jest. When you to- 
morrow laughingly eat of this fish, 
the good Komans will feel ashamed 
of themselves and their childish con- 
duct." 

" You propose then, to-morrow, when 
the nobility of Rome, when all the di- 
plomatists are assembled, to parade be- 
fore them this fish which to-day sets all 
tongues in motion?" asked the duke, 
turning pale. 

" The fish was bought for this dinner, 
and must be eaten J " sdd the cardinal, 
laughing. 

" Then I regret that I cannot be pres- 
ent at this festival I " cried the duke, 
rising. "You cannot desire that I 
should be a witness to my own shame 
and your triumph. You are no Roman 
emperor, and I am no conquered hero 
compelled to appear in your triumphal 
train I I recall my consent, and shall 
not appear at your to-morrow's festi- 
val 1 " 

" Reflect and consider this well I " 



said the cardinal, almost sadly. "If 
you fail to appear to-morrow, when the 
whole diplomacy are assembled at my 
house for tin official dinner, that will 
signify not only that the duke breaks 
with his old friend the cardinal, but 
also that Spain wishes to dissolve her 
friendly relations with France." 

" Let it be so considered I " said the 
duke. "Better an open war than a 
dandestme defeat I Adieu, Sir Cardi- 
nall" 

And the duke made for the door. 
But the cardinal held him back. 

"Have you reflected upon the con- 
sequences?" he asked. "You know 
what important negotiations at this 
moment occupy the Catholic courts. 
Of the abolition of the greatest and 
most powerful of orders, of the extirpa- 
tion of the Jesuits, is the question. The 
-popQ is favorable to this idea of the Por- 
tuguese minister, Pombal, but he de- 
sires the cooperation of the other Cath- 
olic courts. Austria gives her consent, 
as do Sardinia and all the other Italian 
states ; only the court of Spain has de- 
clared itself the friend and defender 
of the Jesuits, and for your sake has 
France hitherto remained passive on 
this most important question, and has 
affected not to hear the demands of her 
subjects; for your sake has France 
stifled her own convictions and joined 
in your support. Therefore, think well 
of what you are about to do ! To break 
off" your friendly relations with France, 
is to compel France to take sides against 
Spain; and if the powerful voice of 
France is heard against the Jesuits, the 
single voice of Spain will be powerless 
to uphold them." 
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" WeD, then, let them go I " cried the 
duke. ''What care I for the Jesnits 
when the defence of onr honor is con- 
cerned? Sir Cardinal, farewell; how- 
ever France may decide, Spain will 
never submit to her arrogance I " 

The duke abmptlj left the room, 
iJamnung the door after him. 

Oardinal Bernis saw his departure 
with an expression of sadness. 

"And snch are the friendships of 
man," he mnrmnred to himself; "the 
slightest offence is soffident to destroy 
a friendship of many years. " Well, we 
must reconcile ourselves to it," he con- 
tinned after a panse, " and, at all events, 
it las its very diverting edde. For 
^^i^axij months I have taken pains to 
support Grimaldi with the pope in his 

defence of the Jesuits, and now that 

10 



celebrated order will be abolished be- 
cause a French cook has bought a fish 
that was too dear for the Spanish cook I 
By what small influences are the des- 
tinies of mankind decided ! 

" But now I have not a moment to 
lose," continued the cardinal, rousing 
himself from his troubled thoughts. 
"Grimaldi has rendered it imposable 
for me longer to oppose the views of 
the Marquise de Pompadour; I must 
now give effect to the commands of my 
feminine sovereign, and announce to 
the pope the assent of France to his 
policy. To the pope, then, the letter 
of the marquise may make known the 
wiUofLouisI" * 

The cardinal hastily donned his offi- 
cial costume, and ordered his carriage 
for A visit to the Vatican. 
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POPE GANGANBLLI (CLEMENT XTV), 



Two men were walking up and down 
in the garden of the Qnirinal, engaged 
in a lively discourse. One of them was 
an old man of more than sixty years. 
Long white locks waved ahont his fore- 
head, falling like a halo on both sides of 
his cheeks. An infinite mildness and 
clearness looked oat from his dreamy 
eyes, and a smile of infinite kindness 
played abont his month, bat so full of 
sorrow and resignation that it filled 
one^s heart with sadness and his eyes 
with tears. His tall, hercalean form 
was bent and shrunken ; age had broken 
it, but conld not take away that noble 
and dignified expression which diatin- 
guished that old man and involuntariiy 
impelled every one to reverence and a 
sort of adoration. To his friends and 
admirers this old man seemed a super- 
terrestrial being, and often in their en- 
thusiasm they called him their Saviour, 
the again- visible Son of God I The old 
man would smile at this, and say: 
"You are right in one respect, I am in- 
deed a son of God, as you all are, but 
when you compare me with our Saviour, 
it can only be to the crucified. I am, 
indeed, a crucified person like Him, and 
have suffered many torments. But I 
have also overcome many." 

And, when so speaking, there lay in 
his face an -almost celestial clearness 



and joyfulness, which would impel one 
involuntarily to bow down before him, 
had he not been, as he was, the vicege- 
rent of God upon earth, the Pope Gan- 
ganelli. 

The man who was now walking with 
him formed a singular contrast with the 
mild, reverence-commanding appearance 
of the pope. He was a man of forty, 
with a wild, glowing-red face, whose 
eyes flashed with malice and rage, whose 
mouth gave evidence of sensuality and 
barbarity, and whose form was more 
appropriate for a Vulcan than a prince 
of the Church. And yet he was such, 
as was manifested by his dress, by 
the great cardinal^s hat over his shoul- 
der, and by the flashing cross of bril- 
liants upon his breast. This cardinal 
was very well known, and whenever 
his name was mentioned it was with se- 
cret curses, with a sign of the cross, and 
a prayer to God for aid in avoiding him, 
the terror of Home, the Cardinal AlbanL 

Sighing and reluctantly had the pope 
finally resolved to have the cardinal 
near his person, that he might attempt 
by mild and gentle persuasion to soften 
his stubborn disposition ; but the cardi- 
nal had replied to all his gentle words 
only with a contemptuous shrug of the 
shoulders, with low murmured words, 
with a darkly-clouded brow. 
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" It is in no one's power to change 
and make a new "being of himself," he 
finally said, in a harsh tone, as the pope 
continaedhis exhortations and represen- 
tations. " You, my blessed father, can- 
not convert yonrself into a monster such 
as you describe me ; and I, Cardinal Al- 
bani, cannot attain to the sublime godli- 
ness which we all admire in your holi- 
ness. Every one must walk in his own 
path, taking especial care not to disturb 
others in theirs." 

" But that is exactly what you do," 
gently replied Ganganelli. "All the 
streets of Rome bear witness to it. Did 
you not yesterday, in one of these 
streets, with force and arms rescue a 
bandit from the hands of justice, and 
with your murderous dagger take the 
life of the servant of the law ? " 

" They wanted to lead one of my ser- 
vants to death, who had done nothing 
more than obey my commands," vehe- 
mently responded the cardinal. " I lib- 
erated him from their hands as was nat- 
ural; and if some of the sMrri were 
killed in the encounter, that was their 
fault. Why did they not voluntarily 
give up their prisoner and then run 
away?" 

"And was it really your command 
that this bandit fulfilled?" asked the 
pope, shudderipg. "You know he 
killed a young nobleman, the pride and 
hope of his family, and was caught in 
the act, which he did not attempt to 
deny ? " 

" That young nobleman had mocked 
and made a laughing-stock of me in a 
public company,'' calmly replied the 
cardinal ; "hence it was natural that he 
must die. Revenge is the first duty of 



man, and whoever neglects to take it is 
dishonored ! " 

" And such men dare to call them- 
selves Christians ! " exclaimed Ganga- 
nelli, with uplifted arms — "and such 
men call themselves priests of the reli- 
gion of love I " 

" I am a priest of love I " said Albani. 

"But of what love?" responded the 
pope, with an appearance of agitation — 
"the priest of a wild, beastly passion, of 
a rough animal inclination. You know 
nothing of the soft and silent love that 
ennobles the heart and strengthens it 
for holy resolutions ; which inculcates 
virtue and decency, and lifts up the eyes 
to heaven — of that love which is full of 
consolation and blessed hope, and de- 
sires nothing for itself." 

" God save me from such a love I " 
said the cardinal, crossing himself. . 
" When I love, I desire much, and of 
virtue and perfection there is, thank 
God, no question." 

"Repent, amend, Francesco," said 
the pope. " I promised your uncle, the 
very worthy Cardinal Alessandro Al- 
bani, once more to attempt the course 
of mildness, and exhort you to return 
to the path of virtue. Ah, could you 
have seen the poor old man, with tears 
streaming from his blind eyes — ^tears of 
sorrow for you, whom he called his 
lost son I " 

" My uncle did very wrong so to weep," 
said the cardinal. "Blind as he was 
he yet kept a mistress.* How, then, 
can he wonder that I, who can see, 
kept several ? Two eyes see more than 
none; that is natural 1" 

* Joseph Goranrs " Secret Memoira of the 
Italian Courts," voL ii., p. 131. 
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"But do you, then, so wholly for- 
get your solemn oath of chastity and 
virtue? "excitedly exclaimed the pope. 
"Look upon the cross that covers your 
breast, and fall upon your knees to im- 
plore the pardon of God." 

" This cross was laid upon my breast 
when I was yet a boy," gloomily re- 
sponded the cardinal; "the fetters 
were attached to me before I had the 
strength to rend them; my will was 
not asked when this stone was laid 
upon my breast I Now I ask not 
about your will when I seek, under 
this weight, to breathe freely as a man 1 
And, thank God, this weight has not 
crushed my heart — my heart, that yet 
glows with youthftd freshness, and in 
which love has found a lurking-hole 
which your cross cannot fill up. And 
in this lurking-hole now dwells a chann- 
ing, a wonderful woman, whom Rome 
calls the queen of song, and whom I 
call the queen of beauty and love I All 
the world adjudges her the crown of 
poesy, and only you refuse it to her." 

"Again this old complaint!" said 
the pope, with a slight contraction of 
his brow. " You again speak of her — " 

" Of Gorilla," interposed the cardinal 
— " yes, of Gorilla I speak, of that heav- 
enly woman whom all the world ad- 
mires ; to whose beautifhl verses philos- 
ophers arid poets listen with breathless 
delight, and who well deserves that you 
should reward her as a queen by be- 
stowing upon her the poetic crown ! " 
' "I crown a Gorilla I " mockingly ex- 
claimed the pope. " Shall a Gorilla des- 
ecrate the spot hallowed by the feet of 
Tasso and Petrarch? No, I say, no; 
when art becomes the plaything of a 



courtesan, then may the sacred Muses 
veil their heads and mourn in silence, 
but they must not degrade themselves 
by throwing away the crown which 
the best and noblest would ^ve their 
hearths blood to obtain. This Gorilla 
may bribe you poor earthly fools with 
her smiles and amorous verses, but she 
will not be able to deceive the Muses ! " 

"You refuse me, then, the crowning 
of the renowned improvisatrice Goril- 
la ? " asked the cardinal, with painfolly 
suppressed rage. 

" I refuse it I " 

" And why, then, did you send for 
me ? " exclaimed the cardinal with vehe- 
mence. " Was it merely to mock me ? " 

" It was for the purpose of warning 
you, my son I " mildly responded the 
pope. "For even the greatest for- 
bearance must at length come to an 
end ; and when I am compelled to for- 
get that you ar& Alessandro Albani^s 
nephew, I shall then only have to re- 
member that you are the criminal 
Francesco Albani, whom all the world 
condemns, and whom I must judge I 
Repent and reform, my son, while there 
is yet time ; and, above all things, re- 
nounce this love, which heaps new dis- 
grace upon your family and overwhelms 
your relatives with sorrow and anx- 
ietyl " 

" Renounce Gorilla I " cried the car- 
dinal. " I tell you I love her, I adore 
her, this heavenly, beautiful woman! 
How canyon ask me to renounce her?" 

"Nevertheless! do demand it," said 
the pope with solemnity, " demisind it in 
the name of your father, in the name of 
God, against whose holy laws you have 
sinned — yoT;i, His consecrated priest." 
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"Bat that is an impossibility! " pas- 
sionately exclaimed Francesco. " One 
mast bear a heart of stone in his bosom 
to require it ; and that yon can do so, 
only proves that yon have never 
known what it is to love I " 

''And that I can do so, shonld prove 
to yon that I have indeed known it, my 
son I " sadly responded the pope. 

" Whoever has known love, knows 
that there can be no renunciation I " 

"And whoever has known love, can 
renounce I ^' ezclain^ the pope, with 
animation. ''listen to me, my son, 
and may the sad story of a short happi- 
ness and long expiation serve yon as a 
Warning example t Yon think I cannot 
have known love? Ah, I tell yon I 
have experienced all its joys and all. its 
sorrows — that in the intoxication of 
rapture I once forgot my vows, my 
duties, my holy resolutions, and, doubly 
criminal, I also taught her whom I 
loved to forget her own sacred duties 
and consent to sin I Ah, you call me a 
saint, and yet I have been the most 
abject of sinners ! Under this Francis- 
can vesture beat a tempestuous, fiery 
heart, that derided God and His laws, a 
heart that would have given my soul to 
the evil one, had he promised to ^ve 
xne in exchange the possession of my 
heloved I She was beautiful, and of a 
heavenly disposition ; and hence, when 
ehe passed through the aisles of the 
church, with her slight fairy form, her 
angelic face veiled by her long dark 
locks, her eyes beaming with love and 
pleasure, a heavenly smile playing about 
her lips — ^ah, when she thus passed 
through the chxu*ch, her feet scarcely 
touching the floor, then I, who awaited 



her in the confessional, felt myself near- 
ly frantic with ecstasy, my brain turned, 
my eyes- darkened, there was a buzzing 
in my ears, and I attempted to implore 
the aid and support of God." 

"You should have appealed to Cu- 
pid 1 'V said the cardinal, laughing. '^ In 
such a case aid could come only from 
the god of ancient Borne, not of the 
modem ! " 

The old man noticed not his words. 
Wholly absorbed in his reminiscences, 
he listened only to the voice of his own 
breast, saw only the form of the beauti- 
ful woman he had once so dearly loved! 

'* God listened not . to my fervent 
prayers," he continued, with a sigh, 
" or perhaps my stormily-beating heart 
heard not the voice of God, because I 
listened only to her; because with in- 
toxicated senses I was listening to the 
modest, childishly-pure confession which 
she, kneeling in the confessional, was 
whispering in my ears; because I felt 
her breath upon my cheeks and in 
every trembling nerve of my being. 
And one day, overcome by his glowing 
passion, the monk so far forgot his 
sworn duty as to confess his immodest 
and insane love for the wife of another 
man!" 

"Ah, she was, then, married?" re- 
marked the cardinal. 

'*Yes, she was married, sold by her 
own parents, sacrificed at the shrine of 
mammon, married to a man whom she 
did not and could not love, and who 
pursued her with an insane jealousy. 
Ah, she suffered and suffered with the 
uncomplaining calmness of an angeL 
And I, did I not also suffer? We wept 
together, we compledned together, until 
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our hearts at length forgot complaining, 
and an unspeakable, a terrible happi- 
ness, made ns forget our troubles. I 
had forgotten all— my God, my clerical 
vows ; she also had forgotten all — ^her 
husband, her vow of fidelity ; and if a 
thought of these things sometimes in- 
truded upon our moments of happiness, 
it only caused us to plunge into new de- 
lights, and to lull ourselves anew into a 
blessed forgetfolness I " 

**And the good, jealous husband re- 
marked nothing? ^^ asked the cardinal. 

"He remarked nothing! He loved 
me, he confided in me, he called me his 
Mend ; and when he was compelled to 
take a long journey, he confided to me 
his house and his wife, establishing me 
as the guard of her virtue ! " 

The cardinal broke out into loud 
laughter. "These good husbands," 
said he — " they are all alike to a hair. 
Every one has a friend in whom he 
confides, and it is that very finend 
who betrays him. They must all fulfil 
their destinies, these good husbands! 
Relate further, holy father! Your 
story is very entertaining. I am curious 
to hear the end ! " 

" The end was terrible, replete with 
hoiTor and shame," said the pope. " We 
lived blessed days, heavenly nights ; oh, 
we were so happy that we hardly had 
a thought for our criminality, but only 
for our love. One night there was a 
knocking at the closed door of the 
house, and we shudderingly recognized 
the voice of the husband demanding 
admission." 

" And you were not at aU in a situa- 
tion to grant it to him," laughingly in- 
terposed the cardinal. " He might per- 



haps have been not a little astonished) 
this good husband, that you watched 
by night as well as by day the tempie 
of his wedded happiness." 

"With tears of anguish and terror 
she conjured me to fly, to save her from 
the derision of the world and the anger 
of her husband ; she led me to a secret 
stairway, and I, like a madman pur- 
sued by the furies, was hastening to de- 
scend, when my foot slipped and I fell 
down the stairs with a loud clattering 
noise. I felt the blood oozing from my 
breast and pouring from my mouth in 
a warm stream — ^my limbs pained me 
frightfully— but I picked myself up and 
with extreraest suffering fled to my 
cloister, when, having reached my cell, 
I fell senseless. A long illness now 
confined me to my bed and tortured my 
body with frightful pains ; but far more 
frightful were the tortures of my soul, 
more frightful the voices that day and 
night whispered to me of my crime 
and guiltiness ! My conscience was fully 
awakened, it spoke to me in a voice 
of thunder, and like a worm I turned 
upon my bed of pain, imploring of God 
a little mercy for the torments that 
burned my brain ! This time God per- 
mitted Himself to be found by me ; I 
heard his voice, saying : ' Go and re- 
pent, and thy sins shall be forgiven 
thee! Shake off the sinfulness that 
weighs upon thy head, and peace will 
return to thy bosom.' I heard this 
voice of God, and wept with repentant 
sorrow. I vowed to obey and recon- 
cile myself to God by renouncing my 
love and never again seeing its object I 
It was a great sacrifice, but God de- 
manded it, and I obeyed ! " 
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*^That is, this siokness liad restored 
you from intoxication to sobriety ; you 
were tired of your mistress I " 

"I h^d, perhaps, never loved her 
more warmly, more intensely, than in 
those dreadful hours when I was strug- 
gling with my poor tortured heart and 
imploring God for strength to renounce 
her and separate myself from her for- 
eyer. But God was merciful and aided 
my weakness with His own strength. 
Letters came from her, and I had the 
cruel courage to read them ; I had con- 
demned myself to do it as an expiation, 
and while I read her soft complain- 
ings, her love-sorrows, I felt in my heart 
the same sorrows, the same disconsolate 
Wretchedness; tears streamed from my 
eyes, and I flayed my breast with my 
nails in utter despair! Ah, at such 
moments how often did I forget God 
and my repentance; how often did I 
press those letters to my lips and call 
xny beloved by the tenderest names; 
nay whole soul, my whole being flew to 
her, and, forgetting all, all, I wanted to 
rush to her presence, fell down at her 
feet, and be blessed only through her, 
even if my eternal salvation were there- 
by lost I But what was it, what then 
restrained my feet, what suddenly ar- 
rested those words of insane passion 
upon iny lips and irresistibly drew me 
down upon my knees to pray ? It was 
God, who then announced Himself to 
me — God, who called me to himself 
* — God, who finally gave me strength 
to withstand my love and always leave 
her letters unanswered until they finally 
ceased to come — ^until her complaints, 
which, however, had consoled me, were 
no longer heard! The sacrifice was 



made, God accepted it, my sin was ex- 
piated, and I was glad, for my heart 
was forever broken, and never, since 
then, has a smile of happiness played 
upon my lips. But in my soul has it 
become tranquil and serene, God dwells 
there, and within me is a peace known 
only to those who have struggled and 
overcome, who have expiated their sins 
with a free will and flayed breast." 

" And your beloved, what became of 
her?" asked the cardinal. "Did she 
pardon your treason, and console her- 
self in the arms of another ? " 

" In the arms of death ! " said Ganga- 
uelli, with a low voice. "My silence 
and my apparent forgetfulness of her 
broke her heart; she died of grief, 
but she died like a saint, and her last 
words were : *May God forgive him, as 
I do! I curse him not, but bless him, 
rather ; for through him am I released 
from the burden of this life, and all sor- 
row is overcome ! ' She therefore died 
in the belief of my unfaithfulness ; she 
did, indeed, pardon me, but yet she 
believed me a faithless betrayer 1 And 
the consciousness of this was to me a 
new torment and a penance which I 
shall suffer forever and ever I This is 
the story of my love," continued Gan- 
ganelli, after a short silence. " I have 
truly related it to you as it is.* May 
you, my son, learn from it that, when 
we wish to do right, we can always 
succeed, in spite of our own hearts and 
sinful natures, and that with God's help 
we can overcome all and suffer alL 
You see that I have loved, and never- 
theless had strength to renounce. But 



* Joseph Gforani, "Secret Memoirs," vol. ii., 
p. 86. 
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it was God who gave me this strength, 
God alone 1 Tom you, also, to God ; 
pray to Him to destroy in you your sin- 
ful love; and, if you implore Him with 
the right words, and with the right 
fervor, then will God be near ydu with 
His strength, and in the pains of renun- 
ciation wiU He purify your soul, prepar- 
ing'it for virtue and all that is good 1 " 
" And do you call that virtue ? " asked 
the cardinal, "May Heaven preserve 
me from so cruel a virtue ! Do you call 
it serving God when this virtue makes 
you the murderer of your "beloved, and, 
more savage than a wild beast, deaf to 
the amorous complaints of a woman 
whom you led into love and sin, whose 
virtue you sacrificed to your lust, and 
whom you afterward deserted because, 
as you say, God called to yourself but 
really only, because satiated, you no 
longer desired her. Your faithlessness 
cunningly clothes itself in the mantle 
of godliness, nothing further. No, no, 
holy father of Christendom, I envy you 
not this virtue which has made you the 
murderer of God's noblest work. That 
is a sacrilege committed in the holy 
temple of nature. Go your way, and 
think yourself great in your bloodthirsty, 
murderous virtue 1 You will not con- 
vert me to it. Let me still remain a 
sinner — ^it at least will not lead me to 
murder the woman I love, and provide 
for her torment and sufTering, Instead 
of the promised pleasure. Believe me, 
-Gorilla has never yet cursed me, nor 
have her fine eyes ever shed a tear of 



sorrow on my account. You have mad^^ 
your beloved an unwilling saint and_ 
martyr — ^possibly that may have been_ 
very sublime, and the angels may hav^ 
wept or rejoiced over it. I have lav- 
ished upon my beloved ones nothing but- 
earthly happiness. I have not made 
them saints, but only happy children of 
this world ; and even when they have 
ceased to love me, they have always 
continued to call me their friend, and 
blessed me for making them rich and 
happy. You have set a crown of thorns 
upon the head of your beloved, I would 
bind a laurel-crown upon the beautifbl 
brow of my Oorilla, which will not 
wound her head, and will not cause her 
to die of grief. You are not willing to 
aid me in this, my work?" Tou refuse 
me this laurel-wreath because you have 
only martyr-crowns to dispose of? Very 
well, holy father of Christendom, I will 
nevertheless compel you to comply with 
my wishes, and you shall have no peace 
in your holy city from my mad tricks 
until you promise me to crown the 
great improvisatrice in the capitol. Un- 
til then, addw^hoij father of Christen- 
dom. You will not see me again in the 
Vatican or Quirinal, but aU Home shall 
ring with news of me ! " 

With a slight salutation, and without 
waiting for an answer from the pope, 
the cardinal depai'ted with hasty steps, 
and soon his herculean form disap- 
peared in the shadow of the pine and 
olive trees. But his loud and scomfnl 
I laugh long resounded in the distance. 
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CHAPTER XXVIII. 



THE pope's BEOfiEATION HOUB. 



The pope followed his retreating form 
'^th a glance of sadness and a shake of 
the head. 

"He is past help," murmured he; 
**'he runs to his ruin, and the voice of 
Warning is unheeded. But how, if he 
should happen to be right ? How, if he 
with his worldly wisdom and his theory 
of earthly happiness, should be more 
conformable to the will of God than we 
with our virtue and our doctrine of re- 
nunciation? Ah, yes, the world is so 
beautiful, it seems made entirely for 
pleasure and enjoyment, and yet men 
w^ander through it with tearful eyes, 
disregarding its beauty, and refusing to 
share its pleasures. All, except man, is 
fire© on earth. He alone lies in con- 
straining bands, and his heart bleeds 
vhile all creation rejoices. No, no, 
that cannot be ; every individual does 
^'hat he can to render mankind free 
and happy, and I also will do my part. 
God has laid great power in my hand, 
and I will use it so long as it is mine." 

Thus speaking, the pope left the gar- 
den^ and hastened up to his study. 

"Signor Galiandro," said he, to his 
private secretary, "did you not speak 
to me to-day of several petitions re- 
ceived, in which people begged for dis- 
pensations from monk and cloister 
vows?" 



Signor Galiandro smilingly rummaged 
among a mass of papers that covered 
the pope's writing-table. 

"In the last four weeks some fifty 
such petitions have been received. 
Since your holiness has released several 
monks and nuns from their vows, all 
these pious brides of Ohrist and these 
consecrated priests seem to have tired 
of. their cloister-life, and long to be out 
in the world again." 

" Whoever does not freely and will- 
ingly remain in the house of the Lord, 
we will not retain them," said Gan- 
ganelli. "Compelled service of the 
Lord is no service, and the prayer of 
the lips without the concurrence of the 
heart is nuU I Give me all these peti- 
tions, that I may grant them! The 
love of the world is awakened in these 
monks and nuns, and we will give back 
to the world what belongs to the world. 
With their resisting and struggling 
hearts they will make but bad priests 
and nuns ; perhaps it will be better for 
them to become founders of families. 
And they who honestly do their duty, 
equally serve God, whether they are in 
a cloister or in the bosoms of their 
families." * 

The pope seated himself at his writ- 

* Ganganelli^B own words.— See Qorani, toL 
11., p. 41. 
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ing-table, and after having carefully ex- 
amined all the petitions for dispensa- 
tions, signed his consent, and smilingly 
handed them back to his secretary. 

" I hope we have here made some 
people happy," said he, rising, "and 
therefore it may, perhaps, be allowed os 
also to be happy in our own way for a 
quflrter of an hour." 

He lightly touched the silver bell sus- 
pended over his writing-table, and at 
the immediately opened door appeared 
the pleasant and well-nourished face 
of brother Lorenzo, the Franciscan 
monk, who performed the whole ser- 
vice of the pope. 

"Lorenzo," said Ganganelli, with a 
smile, " let us go down into the poul- 
try-yard. You must show me the 
young chickens of which you told me 
yesterday. And hear, would it be ask- 
ing too much to beg of you to bring my 
dinner into the garden? " 

"I would that you could ask too 
much," said brother Lorenzo, waddling 
after his master, who was descending 
the stairs leading to the court-yard. " I 
really wish, your holiness, that it were 
asking too much, tor then your dinner 
would at least be a little more desirable 
and heavier to transport I Was such a 
thing ever heard of? the father of Chris- 
tianity keeps a table like that of the 
poorest begging monk, and is satisfied 
with milk, fruit, bread, and vegetables, 
while the fattest of capons and ducks 
are crammed in vain for him, and his 
cellar is replete with the most generous 



wines. 



»» 



"Well, well, scold not," said Ganga- 
nelli, smiling ; " have we not for years 
felt ourselves well in the Franciscan 



cloister, it never once occurring to ns to 
wish ourselves better off? Why should 
I now quit the habits of years, and ac- 
custom myself to other usages ? When 
I was yet a Franciscan monk, I always 
had, thanks to our simple manner of 
living, a very healthy stomach, and 
would you have me spoil it now, merely 
because I have become pope ? It has 
always remained the same human body, 
Lorenzo, and all the rest is only false- 
hood and fraud I How few years is it 
since you and I were in the cloister, and 
you served the poor Franciscan monk as 
a lay brother I You then called me 
brother Clement, "and they all did the 
same, and now you no longer call me 
brother, but holy father I How can 
your brother of yesterday be your 
father of to-day ? We are here alone, 
Lorenzo ; nobody sees or hears us. We 
would for once cease to be holy father, 
and for a quarter of an hour become 
again brother Clement." 

"Aheml it was not so bad there," 
simpered Lorenzo. "It was yet* very 
pleasant in our dear cloister, and I often 
think, brother, that you were far hap- 
pier then than now, when every one 
falls upon his knees to kiss your slipper. 
It must be very dull to be always holy, 
always so great and sublime, and al- 
ways revered and adored ! " 

"Therefore let us go to our ducks 
and hens," said the pope. *'The peo- 
ple have made a bugbear of me, before 
which they faU upon the earth. But 
the good animals, who understand 
nothing of these things, they cackle and 
grunt, and gabble at me, as if I were 
nothing but a common gooseherd andby 
no means the sainted father of Christen- 
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dom I Oome, come to my dear brutes, 
who are so frank and sincere that they 
cackle and gabble directly in my face 
as soon as their beaks and snouts are 
grown. They are not so humble and 
devoted, so adoring and cringing, as 
these men who prostrate themselves be- 
fore me with humble and hypocritical 
devotion, but who secretly curse me 
and wish my death, that there may be 
a change in the papacy ! Oome, come, 
to our honest geese I " 

Brother Lorenzo handed to the pope 
the willow basket filled with corn and 
green leaves, and both, with hasty 
steps and laughing faces, betook them- 
selves to the poultry-yard ; the dncks 
and geese fluttered to them with a noisy 
gabbling as soon as they caught sight 
of the provender-basket, and Ganganelli 
laughingly said : " It seems as if I were 
here in the conclave, and listening to 
the contention of the cardinals as they 
quarrel about the choice of a new pope. 
Lorenzo, I should well like to know 
who will succeed me in the sacred 
chair and h*old the keys of St. Peter I 
That will be a stormy conclave I — Be 
quiet, my dear ducks and geese I In- 
deed, you are in the right, I forgot my 
duty ! Well, well, I will give you your 
food now — ^here it is I " 

And the pope with full hands strewed 
the com among the impatiently gab- 
bling geese, and heartily laughed at 
the eagerness with which they threw 
themselves upon it. 

" And is it not with men as with 

^ these dear animals ? " said he, laughing ; 

" When one satisfies them with food, 

they .become silent, mild, and gentle. 

Princes should always remember that. 



and before all things satiate their sub- 
jects with food, if they would have a 
tranquil and unopposed government! 
Ah, that reminds me of our own poor,' 
Lorenzo I Many petitions have been 
received, much misery has been de- 
scribed, and many heart-rending com- 
plaints have been made to me I " 

" That is because they know you are 
always giving and would rather suffer 
want yourself than refuse gifts to 
others," growled Lorenzo. " Hardly 
half the month is past, and we are al- 
ready near the end of our means I " 

" Already ? " exclaimed the pope, 
with alarm. " And I believe I yet need 
much money. There is a father of 
fourteen children who has fallen from a 
scaffolding and broken both legs. We 
must care for him, Lorenzo; the chil- 
dren must not want for bread I " 

^' That is understood, that is Christian 
duty," said Lorenzo, eagerly. "Give 
me the address, I will go to him yet to- 
day! And how much money shall I 
take with me?" 

" Well, I thought," timidly responded 
Ganganelli, that five scudi would not be 
too much ! " 

Lorenzo compassionately shrugged 
his shoulders. "You can never learn 
the value of money," said he; "I am 
now to take fite scudi to these /awr^tf^n 
children." 

" Is it not enough ? " joyfully asked 
Ganganelli. " Well, I thank God that 
you are so disposed ! I only feared you 
would refuse me so much, because my 
treasury, as you say, is already empty. 
But if we yet have something left, give 
more, much more I At least a hundred 
scudi, Lorenzo ! " 
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"That is always the way with you; 
from extreme to extreme!" grumbled 
Lorenzo. "First too little, then too 
much I I shall take to them twenty 
scudi, and that will be sufficient I " 

" Give them thirty," begged Ganga- 
nelli, " do you hear, thirty, brother Lo- 
renzo. Thirty scudi is yet a very small 
sum ! " 

" Ah, what do you know about 
money ? " answered Lorenzo, laughing ; 
" these geese here understand the mat- 
ter better than you, brother Clement." 

"Well, it is for that reason I have 
made jou my cashier," laughed Ganga- 
nelli. "A prince will always be well 
advised when he chooses a sensible and 
well-instructed servant for that which 
he does not understand himself. To 
acknowledge his ignorance on the prop- 
er occasion does honor to a prince, and 
procures him more respect than if he 
sought to give himself the appearance 
of knowing and understanding every 
thing. Gome, Lorenzo, let us go into 
the garden; you see that these fowls 
care nothing for us now ; as they are 
satiated, they despise our provender. 
Come, let us go farther I " 

"Yes, into the garden I" exclaimed 
Lorenzo, with a mysterious smile. 
" Come, brother Clement, I have pre- 
pared a little stirprise for you there! 
Come and see it I" 

And the two old men turned their 
steps toward the garden. 

"Follow me," said Lorenzo, preced- 
ing the pope, and leading him to a more 
solitary and better screened part of the 
garden. " Now stoop a little and creep 
through here, and then we are at the 
place." 



The pope careftilly followed the di- 
rections of his leader, and worked his 
way through the obstruction of the 
myrtle-bushes until he arrived at a 
small circular place, in the centre of 
which, shaded by tall olive-trees, was a 
turf-seat surrounded by tendrils of ivy, 
and before which was a small table of 
wood yet retaining its natural covering 
of bark. 

"See, this is my surprise I" said 
Lorenzo. 

Ganganelli stood silent and motion- 
less, with folded hands. A deep emo- 
tion was visible in his gentle mien, 
and tears rolled slowly down over Ms 
cheeks. 

" Well, is it not well copied, and true 
to nature ? " asked Lorenzo, whose 
eyes beamed with satisfaction. 

"My favorite spot in the garden of 
the Franciscan convent I" said Ganga- 
nelli in a tone trembling with emotion. 
"Yes, yes, Lorenzo, you have repre- 
sented it exactly,.you know well enough 
what gives me^ pleasure! Accept my 
thanks, my dear good brother." 

And, while giving his hand to the 
monk, his eye wandered with gentle 
dehght over the place, with its be^iuti- 
M trees and green reposing bank, and 
thoughtftilly rested upon each individual 
object 

" So was it," he murmured low, " pre- 
cisely so ; yes, yes, in this place have I 
passed my fairest and most precious 
hours; what have I not thought and 
dreamed as a youth and as a man, how 
many wishes, how many hopes have 
there thrilled my bosom, and how few 
of them have been realized ! " 

"But one thing has been realized," 
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said Lorenzo, "greater than all yon 
could have dreamed or hoped I Who 
TTonld ever have thought it possible 
that the poor, unknown Franciscan 
monk would become the greatest and 
most sublime prince in the whole world, 
the father of all Christendom ? That is, 
indeed, a happiness that brother Olem- 
ent, upon his grass-bank in the Francis- 
can convent, could never have ex- 
pected I " 

** You, then, consider it a happiness," 
aaid Ganganelli, slowly letting himself 
^own upon the grass-bank. "Yes, yes, 
such are you good human beings I 
wherever there is a little bit of show, a 
little bit of outward splendor, you im- 
mediately conclude that there is great 
happiness. This proves that you see 
only the outward form, paying no re- 
gard to what is concealed under that 
form, and which is often very bitter. 
Believe me, Lorenzo, in these times 
there is no very great happiness in 
being pope and the so-called father of 
Christendom. The princes have become 
very troublesome and disobedient chil- 
dren; they are no longer willing to 
recognize our paternal authority, and 
if the holy father does not manifest a 
complaisant friendliness toward these 
refractory princely children, and wink 
at their independence, they will re- 
nounce the whole connection and quit 
the paternal mansion. We should then, 
indeed, be the holy father of Christen- 
dom, but no longer have any children 
under the paternal authority I For 
having so expressed myself I shall 
never be pardoned by the cardinals and 
princes of the Church; it has made 
them my deadly enemies, and yet it is 



with these principles alone that I have 
succeeded in bringing the refractory 
Portuguese court again under my pa- 
ternal control I 

" But here in this pleasant place let 
us dismiss such unpleasant thoughts," 
the pope more cheerfully continued, 
after a paui^e. " Here I will forget that 
I am pope ; here I will never be any 
thing more than brother Clement, of 
the Franciscan convent, nor shall the 
cares and troubles of the pope, nor his 
holiness or infallibility, accompany him 
to this dear quiet place. Here I will 
be only a man, and forgetting my 
cramping highness and my forced 
splendor, will here right humanly 
enjoy the sun and this soft green 
grass, and in deep draughts inhale this 
sweet balsamic air. Ah, how happy 
one may yet be if he can for a moment 
escape from the envelope of dimity by 
which he is kept a chrysalis, and freely 
exercise the butterfly wings of man- 
hood! And hear me for once, brother 
Lorenzo, so very human has your pope 
here become, that he feels a right fresh 
human appetite. If all here is as it 
used to be at the convent, then must you 
have something to appease my hunger." 

Brother Lorenzo nodded with a sly 
smile. Stepping to the side of the 
grassy bank, and slipping aside a small 
door concealed by the grass, he disclosed 
a walled excavation, filled with fruits 
and pastry. 

" I see you have forgotten nothing 1 " 
joyfully exclaimed Ganganelli, taking 
some of the fragrant fruit which Loren- 
zo tendered him. " Ah, you make me 
very happy, Lorenzo." 

Saying this, he threw his arm around 
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Lorenzo^s neck, and silentlj pressed him 
to his bosom. 

Brother Lorenzo was equally silent, 
bnt he no longer laughed ; his usually 



cheerful face assumed a wonderfully 
clear and pleased expression, and two 
large tears rolled down over his cheek 
— ^but they were tears of joy. 



-•♦♦- 



OHAPTEE XXIX. 



A DEATH-BENTENCB. 



An approaching bustling, a vehement 
calling and screaming, disturbed the two 
old men. It was Lorenzo who was 
called, and he quickly glided through 
the bushes to look after the cause of 
this disturbance. But soon he returned 
with a melancholy face and depressed 
mien. 

"Brother Clement," said he, "it is 
already all over with our eiyoyment, 
which has been so great for me that I 
forgot to remind you that the pope can- 
not neglect the hour in which he gives 
audience. That hour has now come, 
and your anteroom is already filled with 
princes and prelates." 

" And yet you speak of the great hap- 
piness of being pope," said Ganganelli, 
rising with a sigh from the grassy bank. 
" I am not allowed an hour for recrea- 
tion, and yet people think — but no," 
said Ganganelli, interrupting himself 
and laughing, "we should not be un- 
gratefal, and it would be ungratefdl for 
me now to complain. K I have not 
had an hour for recreation, well, I 
have had half an hour, and even that 
is much 1 " 



And, beckoning to brother Lorenzo 
to follow him, the pope crept through 
the bushes that separated the place 
from the more frequented part of the 
garden. 

As he then walked up the grand al- 
ley, his face and his whole form assumed 
a very different appearance. The mild 
friendliness had vanished from his fea- 
tures, pride and dignity were now ex- 
pressed by them, and his tall, erect form 
had in it something noble and imposing; 
it was no longer the stooping form of 
age, but only that of a somewhat el- 
derly hero. The brother Clement had 
been transformed into the pripce of the 
Church, who was about to receive his 
vassals. 

They now saw a tall, manly form 
hastening down the alley directly tow- 
ard the pope. 

" Who is it ? " asked Ganganelli, half 
turning toward Lorenzo, who was fol- 
lowing him. 

" It is Juan Angelo Braschi, the for- 
mer treasurer, to whom you yesterday 
sent the cardinal's hat." 

"Ah, the beautifdl Braschi," sadly 
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mnrmiirid Ganganelli. "The beloved 
of the favorite of my nephew, of the 
Cardinal Kezzonico. Ah, how bad the 
world is! " 

In fact, he whom Ganganelli called 
the " beautiful " Braschi, well deserved 
that epithet. No nobler or more plastic 
heanty was to be seen ; no face that, 
more reminded one of the divine beauty 
of ancient sculpture, no form that could 
he called a better counterfeit of the Bel- 
vedere Apollo. And it was this beauty 
which liberal Nature had imparted to 
lum as its noblest gift, which helped 
Jnan Angelo Braschi, the son of a poor 
iiobleman of Oesara, to his good for- 
tune, his highest offices and dignities. 
^ot for his merits, but solely for his 
l>eauty, did the women bestow upon 
^lim their love ; and as among these wo- 
iQen there were some who exercised an 
important influence upon powerful car- 
^nals, Braschi had quickly mounted 
^om step to step, crowding aside those 
'^ho had nothing but their merits and 
Services to speak for them. 

With a free and noble demeanor, 
Braschi now approached the pope, who 
i^emained standing at some distance 
awMting him, with a calm and proud 
Self-possession. Braschi dropped upon 
One knee, and, pressing the hem of the 
pope's garment to his lips, said : 

" Pardon me, most holy father, that 
I have ventured to seek you here. But 
Tny lively gratitude would not be longer 
Restrained. It impelled me toward you 
Vrith the wings of the wind. I must b© 
the first to fall at your feet to stammer 
out to you my inexpressible thanks." 

Proudly nodding his head, the pope 
motioned him to rise. 



" It is well," said he, " and you have 
lent your gratitude an abundance of 
words. It is true you were only treas- 
urer, and I have permitted you to take 
a great step in making you a cardinaL 
But remember,- my lord cardinal, that I 
have promoted you only because I 
wished to take jfrom you the office of 
treasurer, as I need a man for that post 
whose honesty no one could call in 
question I " * 

Thus speaking, he passed on with a 
ceremonious salutation, leaving the new 
cardinal rooted to the earth 'with ter- 
ror, his beautiful brow distorted with 
rage. 

"He shall expiate that," muttered 
Braschi, gnashing his teeth, as the pope 
slowly pursued his way. "By the 
Eternal, the proud Franciscan shall ex- 
piate that I Ah, the day will come 
when he will fully remember these 
words 1 " 

Meantime, Ganganelli wandered calm- 
ly on, followed by his faithful Lorenzo, 
with a smUe of joy at this dismissal and 
humiliation of the proud and handsome 
Cardinal Braschi. 

The pope suddenly stopped, and, 
tumiug* to Lorenzo, said : 

" What a strange thought has passed 
through my head! I have made this 
miserable coxcomb Braschi a cardinal 
because he was not honest enough for a 
treasurer, but in doing so I have paved 
the way for him to the papal throne I 
Would it not be strange, Lorenzo, if I 
have thus myself provided my successor ? 
His dishonesty and intriguing disposi- 
tion has made him a cardinal. Why can 

♦ The pope's own words.— See Gorani, vol. 
li., p. 27. 
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it not also make him a pope ? The world 
IB indeed so strange I " * 

" What dreams those are," mnrmnred 
Lorenzo, shrugging his shoulders ; '^ the 
idea that a Braschi could he the sncces- 
sor of the nohle Ganganelli ! " 

Many cardinals and princes of the 
Ohnrch, many noblemen and foreign 
ambassadors, were assembled in the 
pope^s audience-room, and as Ganganelli 
entered, they all received him with joy- 
fol acclamations, and humbly feU upon 
their knees before the head of the 
Ohnrch, the vicegerent of God, who,' 
with solenm msgesty, bestowed upon 
them his blessing, and then conde- 
scendingly conversed with them. That 
was a ceremony to which the pope was 
obliged to subject himself once a week, 
and which he reckoned as not one of 
the least of the^ troubles attendant upon 
his exalted position. Hence he was well 
pleased when this hour was over, and 
he at length was relieved of the pres- 
ence of all these eulogistic and flattering 
gentlemen. 

Only Cardinal Bemis had remained 
behind, and to him Ganganelli, giving 
him his hand, and drawing a deep 
breath, said: 

" What a mass of false and hypocriti- 
cal phrases we have again been obliged 
to swallow I These cardinals have the 
impudence to speak to me of their love 

* Juan Angelo Braschi, whom Pope Clement 
Xiy. made a cardinal, was In fiict Ganganelli^s 
Buccessor, and took possession of the papal chair 
as Plus VI. He was chosen after a very stormy 
condave, and Indeed the different parties voted 
for him on the ground that he belonged to no 
party, and because they thought he was so very 
much occupied with his own beauty that he 
* would think of nothing else, and, while occupied 
with the care of his flice, would leave the cares 
of state to others. 



and veneration ; they do not hesitate so 
to lie with the same lips which to-day 
have already pronounced blessings and 
pious words of edification I But let us 
forget these hypocrites. Business is 
over, and it is kind of you to come and 
chat with me for one littie hour. You 
Jmow I love you very much, my good 
mend Bemis, dthough you do pay 
homage to the heathen divinities, and, 
as a real renegade, have constituted 
yourself a priest of the muses." 

"Ah, you speak of my youthful ans," 
said the cardinal, smiling. " They are 
long since past, and sleep with my 
youthful happiness." 

" That must be a wide bed which en- 
ables them all to find place side by 
side," responded Ganganelli, laughing, 
and holding up his forefinger threaten- 
ingly to the cardinal. 

" But what is that you are drawing 
from your breast-pocket with such an 
important air?" 

" A letter from the Marquise de Pom- 
padour, holy father," seriously replied 
the cardinal — " a letter in which I am 
commanded to communicate to you, the 
father of Christendom, the acquiescence 
of France in your proposed abolition of 
the order of the Jesuits. Here is a pri- 
vate letter addressed to me by the mar- 
quise, and here the official letter signed 
by King Louis, which is destined for 
your holiness." 

The pope took the papers, and while 
he was reading them his face turned 
deadly pale, and a dark cloud gathered 
upon his brow. 

"France also acquiesces," said he, 
when he had finished the reading. 
" How is it, then— were you not your- 
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self against the abolition of the order, 
and were you not in accordance with 
tlie Spanish ambassador, your friend of 
many years ? " 

*' This friendship of many years is to- 
day destroyed by a fish, and drives ns a 
helpless wreck npon the wildly-rolling 
waves," said the cardinal, shmg^g M|| 
shoulders. ^ 

Ganganelli paid no attention to him. 
Serious and thoughtful, he walked up 
and down the room, while his heaven- 
ward-directed eye seemed to address a 
great and all-important question to the 
Being there above, which received no 
answer. 

" I clearly see how it will be," finally 
murmured the pope, as if talking to 
himself. ^* I shall complete the work I 
have begun — it is God Himself who has 
opened the way for it, but this way will 
at the same time lead me to my grave." 

"What dark thoughts are these?" 
said Bemis, approaching him. "This 
bold and high-hearted resolution will 
not bring you death, but fame and im- 
mortality." 

" It will at least lead me to immortal- 
ity," said the pope, with a faint smile. 
" The dead are all immortal. But think 
not so little of me as to suppose I would 
now timidly shrink from doing that 
which I have once recognized as right 
and necessary. Only there are necessi- 
ties of a very painful and dreadfhl kind. 
• Such a necessity is war. And is it not 
a war that I commence, and does it not 
involve the destruction of all those 
thousands who call themselves the fol- 
lowers of Loyola, and belong to the So- 
ciety of Jesus? Ah, believe me, this 
Society of Jesas is a hydra, and we shall 

11 



never succeed in entirely extirpating 
it. I may now cleave the head with 
my sword, and with the same blow I 
may separate my own head from my 
body ; but a day will come when the 
head of this hydra will have grown 
again, and when it will rise from the 
dead with renewed vitality, while I 
shall be mouldering in my grave. Say 
not, therefore, that I know not how to 
destroy them, and if you do say it, at 
least add that I lacked not the will, but 
that I gave for it my own life." 

Thus speaking, the pope slightly nod- 
ded an adieu to the cardinal, and with- 
drew into his study, the door of which 
he carefully closed after him. 

There was he long heard to walk the 
room with measured steps. Then all 
was still. ISTo one ventured to disturb 
him. Hours passed. I^orenzo, with a 
fearful presentiment, knelt before the 
door. He laid his ear to the keyhole 
and tried to listen. All was still with- 
in, nothing stirred. At length he ven- 
tured to call the pope's name — ^at first 
low and tremulously, then louder and 
more anxiously, and as no answer was 
received, he at last ventured to open the 
door. 

At his writing-table sat the pope ; his 
face deadly pale, with staring eyes and 
great drops of perspiration on his fore- 
head. Immovable- sat he there, his 
right hand, which held a pen, resting on 
a parchment lying upon the table before 
him. 

Like an image of wax, so stifiE^ so mo- 
tionless was he, that Lorenzo, shudder- 
ing, made the sign of the cross upon his 
brow. Then, noiselessly advanciug, he 
timidly and anxiously touched the pope's 
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ehotilder. GaDganelli shnddered, and a 
sHght trembling pervaded his members ; 
he then drew a long breath, and, cast- 
ing a dull glance at his faithfdl iriend, 
said: 

" Lorenzo, let my coflfin be ordered, 
and pray for my sonL I have just now 
signed my own death-sentence. See, 
there it lies. I have signed the decree 



abolishing the order of the Jesuits 1 I 
must therefore die, Lorenzo. It is all 
over and past with our shady place and 
our recreations. My murderers are al- 
ready prowling around me, for I tell 
you I have myself signed my death-sen- 
tence I " * 

^ The pope'B own wordfl.— See Gorani, vol. li., 

p. 41. 
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OHAPTEE XXX. 



THE FESTIVAL OP CARDINAL BERNIS. 



Aot) this day of the festival had final- 
ly come. With what joyful impatience, 
with what anxious desire, had Xatalie 
looked forward to it — ^how had she im- 
portuned her friend. Count Paulo, with 
questions about Cardinal Bemis, about 
the people she would meet there, about 
the manners and usages with which she 
would have to conform! 

" I am aifrious and fearful," said she, 
with amiable modesty ; "they will find 
occasion to laugh at me, and you will 
be compelled to blush for me, Paulo. 
But you must tell these wise men and 
great ladies that it is my very first ap- 
pearance in society, and that they must 
have consideration for the awkwardness 
and ineptitude of a poor child who 
knows nothing of the world, its forms, 
or its laws." 

" For you no excuse will be necessa- 
ry," responded Paulo, pressing the del- 
icate tips of hep fingers to his lips. 



" Only be quite yourself, perfectly true 
and open, iuoffensive and cheerful! 
Forget that you are in an assemblage; 
imagine yourself to be in our garden, 
under the trees and among the flowers, 
and speak to people as you speak to 
your trees and flowers." 

"But will the people give me as 
true and cordial answers as my trees 
and flowers ? " asked Natalie, thought- 
fully. 

" They will say to you more beauti- 
ful and more flattering things," said 
Paulo, smiling. " But now, Natalie, it 
is time to be thinking of your toilet. 
See, the sun is already sinking behind 
the pines, and the sky begins to red- , 
den ! The time to go will soon arrive, 
and your first triumph awaits you! " 

" Oh, it will not have long to wait," 
said Natalie, laughing, and, light and 
graceful as a gazelle, she tripped to the 
liouse. 
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Oonnt Paiiio gazed after her with a 
melancholy rapture. "And I am to 
leave this angel," thought he, " to lose 
the brightest and noblest jewel of my 
life, and drive myself out of paradise. 
And wherefore all this ? Perhaps to 
chase a phantom that will never become 
a reality, to follow a chimera which 
may be only a meteor that dances before 
me and dissolves into mist when I think 
to reach it ? No, no, the world is not 
worth so much that one should sell 
}dmself and his soul^s happiness for its 
splendor and its greatness. iN'atalie 
herself shall decide. Loves she me, and 
is she satisfied with the quiet circum- 
scribed existence that I can henceforth 
only offer her, then away, ye vain 
dreams and ye proud desires for great- 
ness ; then shall I be, if not the great- 
est, certainly the happiest of human 
beings ! " 

It was a wonderfully brilliant festival 
that Cardinal Bemis had to-day pre- 
pared for his guests — a festival hitherto 
unequalled in Home. The walls were 
decorated with garlands and festoons 
of flowers, the flaming candelabras 
among which found their reflection in 
the tall Venetian mirrors that rose in 
their golden frames from the floor to 
the ceilings ; and in the corners of the 
rooms were niches, here famished with 
orange-trees, and there with heavy 
silk curtains, behind which were grottoes 
adorned with shells, in the midst of 
which were fountains where splashed 
waters rendered fragrant by oil of roses 
and other essences. And ever-new sur- 
prises, new grottoes and groves in thpse 
rich halls offered themselves to the eyes 
of the beholders. Kow one suddenly 



found himseK in a quiet boudoir lighted 
only by a solitary lamp, where the 
most artistic engravings and the rarest 
drawings were spread out upon a table ; 
then again one entered a hall sparkling 
with a thousand lights and resounding 
with music, where the gayly-dressed 
crowd undulated in mazy waves ; then 
again grottoes opened here and there, or 
one stepped out through the open doors 
into the garden where one could enjoy 
the balsamic coolness of the evening in 
walks brilliantly lighted with colored 
lamps, or listen to the music of per- 
formers concealed in the shrubbery, or, 
again, fleeing from the throng and the 
lights, seek a resting-place upon some 
grassy bank or under some myrtle-bush, 
whether for solitary musing or for en* 
circling in sweet and silent familiarity, 
the waist of some chosen tair one who, 
understanding the stolen glance, had 
strayed here unnoticed. 

But the central point of the festival 
was the monstrous gigantic hall which 
the cardinal had caused to be erected in 
the centre of the garden expressly for 
this occasion. The walls of muslin and 
flowers were held together by more 
than a hundred gilded pillars, the 
girandoles attached to each of which 
diffused a sea of light. Silken carpets 
covered the floor, and the plafond of 
this gigantic hall was formed by the 
thousand-starred arch of heaven. Here, 
also, niches and grottoes were every- 
where to be found ; in them one could, 
in the midst of the constantly moving 
and noisy crowd, enjoy quiet and repose. 

Only one of these niches was inacces- 
sible, as it appears, to the company, and 
'yet it was precisely this which excited 
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the curiosity of all, and whicli allf whis- 
pering, approached, anxions to get a 
peep behind the closed thick silken 
curtains, before which two richly gal- 
looned servants of the cardinal walked 
back and forth with solemn earnestness, 
but respectfully requesting every one to 
comply with the cardinal's wishes and 
not approach the mysterious drapery, 
but await his own time for the solution 
of the enigma ! A few steps led up to 
this closed and covered niche; these 
steps were strewed with roses, that was 
plainly seen; but, to what did these 
steps lead, and what was thus carefhlly 
concealed? 

A precious surprise, certainly, for it 
was the forte of the cardinal to prepare 
surprises for the agreeable entertain- 
ment of his guests. The ladies and 
gentlemen, the cardinals and princes of 
the Church, crowded around him beg- 
ging for an explanation of the mystery, 
a disclosure of the secret. 

" I am myself uninitiated," said Car- 
dinal Bernis, laughing ; " some divinity 
may have taken a seat there, or per- 
haps it is a sphinx which will from 
thence give us the solution of her enig- 
ma. But let us see what belated guests 
are now coming to us." 

And the cardinal with zealous pre- 
cipitation approached the principal en- 
trance to the hall, the portUres of which 
had just been drawn aside, and behind 
was seen ITatalie at the hand of Paulo. 

As if blinded by the sudden flood of 
light, she stood for a moment still, a 
purple glow flushing her delicate cheeks, 
and clinging to Paulo's arm, she whis- 
pered: "Protect me, Paulo, I am so 
frightened by this crowd ! " 



Just at that moment the doorkeeper 
cried with a loud voice : "Princess Na- 
talie Tartaroff and Count Paulo I " 

At the sound of these strange names 
all glanced toward the door, and all 
flaming, curious, prying eyes were fixed 
with astonishment and admiration upon 
tl^ young maiden. 

But Katalie did not remark it. She 
glanced at Paulo with a glad smile, and 
a proud happiness beamed from her 
features. She had, then, a name; she 
was no longer an abandoned, nameless 
orphan. At length the enigma of her 
birth was solved, and what she had 
so often prayed for^ Count Paulo had 
vouchsafed her as a surprise to-day. 

He had at the same time announced 
her name to herself and the world, and 
she not only had a name, but she was a 
princess ; she took a rank in the com- 
pany, and Count Paulo and Carlo had 
no reason to be ashamed of her. But 
where was Carlo ? At the thonght of 
him this feeling of effervescing pride 
vanished from the young maiden's 
heart ; she even forgot that she was a 
princess, to remember only that Carlo, 
her music-teacher, had promised her to 
be present at this festival, and to won- 
der that she could not discover him in 
this gay and confrised assemblage. 

She did not remark that, since her 
appearance, a deep stillness had super- 
vened in the hall, that all eyes were 
upon her, that people secretly whis- 
pered to each other, and gave utterance 
to murmured expressions of astonish- 
ment and delight ; she saw not how the 
beauties here and there turned pale and 
indignantly bit their proud lips; she 
saw not how the eyes of the men 
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glowed and flashed, and what eagerly- 
lusting glances the cardinals and prin- 
ces of the Church cast upon her. 

She was so nnconstralned, thier charm- 
ing child, she knew not how handsome 
Bhe was! But she was to-day of a 
wonderfnlly touching heauty. Like a 
white and delicate lily stood she there 
in the heavy white satin robe that en- 
veloped her graceful form, and the bril- 
liants that adorned her hair, neck, and 
arms, shone and sparkled like sun- 
lighted dew-drops in the calyx of the 
flower. 80 beautiful was she that even 
Cardinal Bernis stood speechless and as 
if blinded before her, finding no ex- 
pression for his joyful surprise and as- 
tonishment. 

"Oh," at length he smilingly said, 
with a low bow, " I shall have to quar- 
rel with Count Paulo! He promised 
us the presence of a mortal woman, 
and now he leads into our circle a di- 
vinity who must look down upon us 
poor human beings with a smile of con- 
tempt." 

Natalie smiled. " I know," said she, 
with her clear, sweet, childish voice — 
"I know that Oardmal Bernis is a poet, 
and therefore it will not be very diffi- 
cult for him to change a young maiden 
into a divinity. Nor is this the first 
time he has done so! I remember a 
lovely poem of his, the complaint of a 
shepherd^ who considers the object of 
his love a divinity because she is so 
beautifdl, and at last she proves to be 
no divinity, but, on the contrary, a reg- 
ular little quarrelsome wrangler who 
has nothing beautiful about her but her 
hands and face! Take care, cardinal, 
that it does not prove with you and me 



as with the shepherd in your charming 
poem!" 

She said that with such childish in- 
genuousness, and in so cheerfiil and 
jesting a tone, that the cardinal lis- 
tened to her as if intoxicated, and with 
unconcealed admiration he looked into 
that delicate, childlishly pure face, over 
which no trace of sorrow nor any sigh, 
of care had ever yet passed. 

Without answering, be took her arm, 
and, beckoning Count Paulo to his side, 
led the princess to the circle of ladies. 

Behind those closed curtains that still 
concealed the mysterious niche, it had 
meanwhile become stirring. Busy ser- 
vants hastened hither and thither, light- 
ing the lamps and arranging the fes- 
toons and draperies. It seems they 
had here erected a littie stage, and the 
large wall-picture that formed the back- 
ground of this stage bore the appear- 
ance of a decoration. A side-curtain, 
serving as a partition, formed a. second 
room, which seemed destined for a sort 
of greenroom, in the centre 'of which 
was a large and weU-lighted mirror, 
and before It stood a young woman re- 
garding herself with the greatest atten- 
tion, here plucking at her dress and 
there arranging her train or an orna- 
ment. She was evidentiy the one who 
was to appear upon the stage; her 
costume betrayed it! It was not the 
fashionable costume of the day, such as 
was worn by the distinguished ladies 
of Roman society ; it was an ideal Greek 
dress that seemed to have been made 
for the purpose of displaying and ren- 
dering yet more voluptuous aud enti- 
cing the great beauty of the wearer. 

She was very beautiful, this woman, 
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with her sparkling black eyes, and dark 
shining hair which had been gathered 
into a Grecian knot behind — beauti- 
ful, with the lanrel-wreath resting upon 
her high forehead — ^beautiful, in the 
transparent Grecian robe which only 
so far concealed the luxuriant forms of 
her full figure as to allow them to be 
divined — beautiful, with those full, 
round, and entirely uncovered arms 
with their jewelled bracelets— beautiful, 
with her graceful neck, her fully-ex- 
posed, naked shoulders, and her volup- 
tuously swelling bosom. 

She was, in her appearance, a Greek, 
only her face was not Grecian. It was 
wanting in the noble forms, the still 
cheerfulness and repose of Grecian 
beauty, modest even in its voluptuous- 
ness. It was only the face of a sensual 
and passionate Koman woman, and no 
Lais would have ventured such a smile 
as played upon the dark-red lips of this 
Eoman woman, or such glowing glances 
as she shot like arrows from her dark 
eyes. 

Standing before the glass she viewed 
herself, her lips murmuring low words, 
occasionally turning her eyes from the 
mirror to the little table standing near 
it, upon which lay several open books. 

What murmured, she, and what 
read she in those books? Singular! 
she was uttering single, isolated, un- 
connected words, which had nothing in 
common with each other but the sound 
of melody ; — they were rhymes, but 
without connection or sense, without 
inward mental correlation. 

" So," she now said to herself, with 
a satisfied smile, "I am now perfectly 
armed and prepared. AH these rhymes 



of Tasso and Petrarch are now implant- 
ed in my mind and ready for use, and 
I have not to fear embarrassment in 
repeating any of them. Ah, they 
shall admire me, these good Romans ; 
I will animate and inflame them, and 
excite all my enamored cardinals to 
such an ecstasy that they must finally 
prevail upon the silly, obstinate old pope 
against his own will, to fulfil my only 
desire. I will attain my end, even if I 
am compelled to pawn my honor and 
my salvation for it I Bah ! honor, what 
can honor be to a woman ? Beanty is 
our honor, further nothing I And fair, 
it seems to me, I yet am I And if I am 
fair," she more glowingly ontinued, 
after a pause, "how conu^ it that 
Carlo has ceased to love me ? Ah, the 
false one, to betray and desert me when 
I love him most I " 

A dark flush of anger now overspread 
her cheeks, and, threateningly raising 
her hands, with compressed lips she 
continued: "And to desert me for 
another woman — me, the priJe and de- 
light of all Rome — me w^ 11 the 
princes and cardinals woi ^ * Ah, 
while thousands lie at my fe c, implor- 
ing for a glance or a smile, this little, 
unknown singer dares to scorn me and 
deride my love I " 

" And why should he not dare it ? " 
asked a voice behind her, and the face 
of a young man became visible. 

"Carlo ! " she cried, hastening to 
meet him with outspread arms. 

He almost ungently checked her. 
" You forget," said he, " that this little, 
insignificant, and unknown singer loves 
you no longer, Gorilla I Grant, then, 
henceforth, to the thousands who Ian- 
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guish at your feet, a few of your enti- 
cing smiles and glowing glances — ^I have 
nothing against it, and am not at all 
jealous I " 

"But you should he I" cried she, 
stamping her feet with rage. " I tell 
you I will not suffer you to leave me ; I 
will he loved hy you, and no one shall 
you dare to look at, and no one shall 
you dare to love, hut me alone." 

Carlo hroke out into a scornful laugh, 
and then seriously and proudly said: 
"I am a Neapolitan, and with us men 
do not allow themselves to he constrain- 
ed to love, and no woman there dares 
utter the command, 'Thou shalt love 
me I '— l"v7ill not, Signora Gorilla! " 

" You will not ! " screamed she, 
gnashinr her teeth. "Then woe to 
you and to her ! " 

" I fear no serpents I " said Carlo, 
laughing, " and if an adder attempts to 
eting me, I tread it under foot I " 

" But fear at least for her you love I " 
she threateningly said. " Oh, you think 

if 

I shall not he ahle to discover this secret 
love of UTS, and not spy out this new 
divin J . Thom you have consecrated 
your hel^rt? Tremble therefore now, 
for I knoF her I I know the garden in 
which she lives, and there is a place in 
the wall just opposite her favorite seat ; 
whoever knows that place and possesses 
a steady hand and a sharp dagger will 
know how to hurl it so as to pierce her 
bosom." 

Carlo felt a deadly terror, he felt his 
heart stand still, bat he collected him- 
self and said, with a contemptuous 
smile : " Cardinal Francesco Albani in- 
deed possesses among his hra/Di many 
such skilful hands, and surely it will 



not require many of your highly-prized 
glances to induce him to favor you with 
the loan of one of them." 

The signora slightly bit her lips. 
" You mock me," she almost sadly said, 
" and yet you should remember that it 
is only love that makes me so savage 
and fills my heart with a thirst for 
vengeance I Carlo, I so warmly love 
you I " 

And the beautiful^ glowing woman 
humbly and imploringly bent before 
her beloved. 

The latter laughingly said: "How 
well you know how to say that — with 
what variations and modulations! 1 
yesterday heard you say the same to 
Cardinal Albani ; to be sure, it sounded 
a little different, but not less warm and 
glowing ! " 

" You know why I do that ! " said 
she. " He is an enamored fool, whom 
I would win with tender words that I 
may make him my instrument. You 
know the object for which I strive, and 
which I must attain at any price ! Ah, 
Carlo, when once they have crowned 
me in the capitol, then, I am sure, you 
will be compelled to love me again ! " 

" Never again ! " he harshly and 
roughly said. 

" Is that your last word ? " shrieked 
she, with flashing eyes and the wild 
rage of a tigress. 

" It is my last word ! " 

She flew to him like a mad person, 
seized his hands and fixedly stared him 
in the face. 

" IJngratefal ! " said she, gnashing 
her teeth. " Is it thus you reward my 
love, is this your return for all I have 
done for you ? Can yoa forget that it 
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"was I wlio withdrew yon from poverty 
and baseness ? What were yon bnt a 
poor, nnnoticed singer in the streets, 
on whom people bestowed scanty alms? 
"Was it not I who rescned yon from that 
shame, and clothed yon and gave. yon a 
home? "Was it not I who gave yon a 
name and procnred yon consideration 
and respect by making yon my singer 
and companion, and allowing yon to 
play npon the harp at my improvisa- 
tions ? How, has not all Rome admired 
yon when yon sang the canzones I 
wrote for yon, thereby procuring yon 
honor and respectability, and making 
yon a popular man from a low beggar? 
Go, yon cannot leave me, for yon are 
my creature, my property I " 

He wildly thrust her aside, and his 
eyes flashed with indignation. " Signo- 
ra," said he, his lips tremulous with 
rage, " yon have rent the last band that 
bound me to you, and in twitting me 
of your benefits you have annihilated 
them I We now have nothing in com- 
mon with each other, except perhaps 
mutual hatred, and that, I hope, will 
have a longer duration than our love! " 

And Carlo turned toward the door. 
Gorilla rushed after him with an excla- 
mation of terror. 

"Yon will leave me now I" cried 
the, with anguish, " now, in this hour 
when you are so indispensable to me ? 
now, when I am to celebrate a new 
triumph before this notable assembly ? 
when all eyes are expectantly turned 
to the curtain behind which I am to 
appear? No, no, Carlo,, from compas- 
sion remain with me only one hour, 
only this evening ! " 

Carlo smiled contemptuously. "I 



will remain," said he, "for I have 
promised her that she shall hear yon I " 

" She has therefore come ? " cried Go- 
rilla, with an outburst of joy. 

"She is now here," he laconically 
said. 

Gorilla no longer listened to him, she 
walked back and forth with a triumphr 
ant mien, a cruel, malicious smile play- 
ing upon her lips. 

At this moment there was a slight 
knock at the door, which was opened, 
and a man who appeared npon the 
threshold glanced into the room with a 
grinning laugh. 

Gorilla gave him a sign, and, at the 
same time pointed at Carlo, who, having 
turned his back toward her, seemed to 
have no suspicion of what was occur- 
ring behind him, Bnt he saw it, nev- 
ertheless, in the tall mirror that stood 
in the middle of the room ; he saw Go- 
rilla make signs of intelligence with that 
man who was in the livery of Cardinal 
Francesco Albani ; he saw the man make 
answer with his fingers, and then draw 
forth a dagger, which he threateningly 
swung over his head. ^ 

Oh, Carlo had very well understood 
what that man said, as he also did that 
language of the fingers, the mnoh-nsed 
language of the Bomans and iN'eapoM- 
tans. 

The man had said: "She is here, 
that beautiM lady I She can no longer 
escape us I " 

" You will strike her ? " had Gorilla 
asked. 

The man had swung the dagger over 
his head and held np two fingers of his 
right hand. That signified: "In two 
hours she will be dead." 
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" Good I you shall "be satisfied with 
me," had been Oorilla^s answer. 

The door was again closed. Gorilla 
tamed smiling to Oarlo, her former ran- 
cor seemed to have vanished; ^ewas 
in high spirits. 

"Carlo," said she, "how good you 
axe not to leave me 1 Let us now be- 
gin. I feel myself glowing with in- 
spiration. Ah, I shall enrapture these 
good Romans, I think ! " 

"How long will this improvisation 
last ? " Carlo gruffly asked 



"Well, one or two hours, according 
to the delight we ^ve our public." 

" If this farce continues longer than 
an hour and a half, I shall throw down 
my harp and go away," said Carlo, in a 
tone of severity. " I swear it to you by 
the spirit of my mother I Remember it ; 
I shall show you the time every quarter 
of an hour." 

" You are a tyrant," said she, laugh- 
ing. "But I suppose I must submit. 
Give, therefore, the signal that we are 
ready." 
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Att. the guests of the cardinal were 
assembled in the ^gantic hall, and all 
eyes were anxiously bent upon the mys- 
terious curtain, which still remained 
dosed. 

Kow resounded a little bell, and Oai*- 
dinal Bemis smilingly turned to ISTata- 
lie, who sat by his aide. 

" I think this mystery is about to be 
unveiled," said he. 

" And I am quite anxious about it," 
said the young maiden, gracefully lay- 
ing her hand upon her heart. "My 
heart heats as violently as if a mystery 
were about to be unveiled in my own 
breast. Do you believe in presenti- 
ments, Sir Cardinal? " 

Bemis had not time to answer her. 
lust at that moment the curtain drew 



up, a general " Ah I " of admiration was 
heard, and, suddenly carried away by 
their feelings, the whole audience broke 
into extravagant and long-enduring ap- 
plause, crying and shouting, ^^Mwiva 
Oorilla! Vimprovisatrice Gorilla f^^ 

And in fact it was an admirable pic- 
ture which was there presented to the 
audience. Those flower- strewed steps 
led up to an altar, upon the centre of 
which, between wreaths of flowers, shot- 
up two dark-red flames. Against that 
altar leaned, exalted and august as a 
Grecian priestess, the improvisatrice 
Corilla. Her eyes raised to the heav- 
ens, her features lighted up with a rosy 
glow by the red flames, her half-raised 
right arm resting upon an urn, while 
her left arm was stretched upward tow- 
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ard heaven, she thus resembled an in- 
spired priestess, jnst receivmg a message 
from on high, listening with ecstasy, 
with suppressed breath and parted lips, 
to the voice of the Deity, and forgetting 
the world in a blissful intoxication, she 
seemed about to take her flight to the 
empyrean 1 

And while Gorilla, as if absorbed in 
spiritual contemplation, continued to 
stand immovable there, began the low 
notes of a harp, which, gradually be- 
coming fuller and stronger, at length 
resounded in powerftdly-rushing and 
exidtant tones. From Gorilla all eyes 
were now turned upon Garlo, who, in 
the light dress of a Greek youth, his 
harp upon his arm, was leaning against 
a pomegranate tree placed in the back- 
ground of the stage, and with his pale, 
serious face, with his noble, manly fea- 
tures, formed a beautiful contrast to the 
inspired and love-beaming priestess Go- 
rilla. 

Natalie, feeling something like a slight 
puncture in her heart, involuntarily 
carried her hand to her bosom. It was 
a strange, a wonderful feeling, which 
stirred within her, partly partaking of 
joy at seeing and hearing her friend 
Garlo, as people were murmuring praises 
of his beauty, and of his great skill upon 
the harp, and partly a feeling of pain- 
ful emotion. Shq knew not why, but 
as her glance met his, it quickly turned 
toward Gorilla, and quite sadly she said 
to herself: "She is much' handsomer 
than II" 

Garlo now opened his lips, and to a 
beautifully simple melody he sweetly 
sang an introductory song, as it were to 
prepare the audience for the coming 



solemnity. Having finished this, two 
lovely amourettes came forward, with 
silver vases in their hands, and hastened 
down the steps to the audience, politely 
requesting them to ftimish themes for 
the great improvisatrice Gorilla. 

Then, returning to the altar, they 
threw into the urn the small scraps of 
paper on which the guests had proposed 
themes. The harp agam resounded, 
and with a solemn earnestness, her face 
and glance stiU directed upward. Gorilla 
drew one of the little strips of paper 
from the urn. Accident, or perhaps 
her own dexterity, had favored her. 

"Sappho's lament before throwing 
herself from the rocks " — that was the 
theme proposed. 

Gorilla's face immediately took an 
expression of sadness ; her eyes flashed 
with ' an ijnnatural fire ; her previously 
raised arm fell powerless by her side ; 
her head, like a broken rose, sank upon 
her breast ; her other hand convulsively 
grasped the urn, and in this position she 
in fact resembled an abandoned mourn- 
er, weeping over the ashes of her lost 
happiness. She was now the repudiated 
and forsaken one who, ready to resign 
her life, was brooding upon thoughts of 
death. And whUe her face took this 
expression, and she, staring upon the 
earth before her, seemed to be medita- 
ting upon irremediable fate, thought 
Gorilla: "This is a charming theme 
which the good Gardinal Albani has 
thrown into the urn for me. I found it 
directly by the small pin which, accord- 
ing to his promise, he inserted in the 
paper. This cardinal is an agreeable 
imp, and I must give him a kiss for 
his complaisance. Besides, the Tasso 
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rhyme will here be the most appro- 
priate I " 

Again she directed her gaze, with a 
gloomy expression, toward the heavens, 
and with a violently heaving bosom, 
with feverishly flitting breath, she be- 
gan the lament of Sappho. Now like 
rattling thunder, now like the gentle 
breathings of the flute, rolled this sweet 
and picturesque language of Italy from 
her lips — ^like music sounded those full, 
artistic rhymed, of which but few of 
the hearers had the least suspicion that 
they came from Tasso. To improvise 
in the Italian language is an easy and 
a grateful task I What wonder, then, 
that Gorilla acquitted herself so charm- 
ingly ? The audience paid no attention 
to the thoughts expressed ; they asked 
not after the quintessence; they were 
satisfied with the agreeable sound, 
without inquiring into the sense of 
her words ; it was their melody which 
was admired. They listened not for 
the thought, but only for the rhyme, 
and with ecstatic smiles and admiring 
glances they nodded to each other 
when, thanks to the studies which Go- 
rilla had made in Tasso, Marino, and 
Ariosto, she seemed of herself to find 
rhymes for the most difficult words. 

An immense storm of applause re- 
sounded when she ended; and as if 
awakening from an intoxicating ecstasy, 
Gorilla glanced around with an expres- 
sion of astonishment on her features; 
she looked around as if she knew 
not whence she came, and in what 
strange surroundings she now found 
herself. 

After a short pause, which Garlo 
filled out with his harp, she again put 



her hand into the urn and drew out 
a new theme ; again the inspiration 
seemed to pass over her, and the holy 
Whitsuntide of her muse to be renewed. 
Gonstantly more and more stormily re- 
sounded the plaudits of her hearers ; it 
was like a continued thunder of enthu- 
siasm, a real salvo of joy. It animated 
Gorilla to new improvisations; she 
again and again recurred to the urn, 
drawing forth new themes, and seemed 
to be absolutely inexhaustible. 

"It is now enough," whispered Gar- 
lo, just as she had drawn forth a new 
theme. "You have but a quarter of 
an hour left I " 

" Only this theme yet," she begged 
in a low tone. "It is a very happy 
one, it will win for me the hearts of 
all these cardinals and gentlemen ! " 

" Yet a quarter of an hour, and then 
your time is up," said he. " Remem- 
bpr my oath, I shall keep my word I " 

An inexplicable anxiety, a torment- 
ing uneasiness, came over him ; he had 
hardly strength and recollection suffi- 
cient to enable him to accompany Go- 
rilla, who was discussing in verse the 
question, "Which Rome was the hap- 
piest, ancient or modem ? " 

Garlo's eyes, fixed and motionless, 
rested upon Natalie ; it fearfully alarmed 
him not to be near her, not to be able 
to watch every one of her steps, every 
one of her motions ; it seemed to him 
as if he saw that savage man with his 
naked dagger lurking near her I And 
she, was she not pale as a lily ; seemed 
she not, in that white robe, to be al- 
ready the bride of death ? 

"I must hasten to her, I must pro- 
tect her or die I " thought he, and, with 
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a threatening glance at Gorilla, he 
ahowed her the hoar. Gorilla read in 
the expression of his £ace that he was 
in earnest with his threat, and as if her 
inspiration lent wings to her words, 
she spoke on as in a storm of in- 
ward agitation, and with words of fire 
she decided that modem Home was the 
happiest, as she had the holy father of 
Christendom, her pope, and his oardi- 
nfJsI 

The applanse, the general delight, 
was now unbounded; cardinals were 
to be seen weeping with enthusiasm 
and joy; others with heartfelt emo- 
tion were showering words of bless- 
ing upon the improvisatrice, and all 
pressed toward the tribune in order to 
accompany her down the steps and in 
among the company. 

A sadden thought of rescue had like 
a flash of lightning arisen in Garlo^s 
soul. 

"Natalie must first be completely 
separated £*om this society, and then I 
wiU seek this man and render him in- 
capable of mischief I " thought he. 

By main strength he made himself a 
path through the crowd surrounding 
GoriUa, and now stood near Cardinal 
Bernis, at whose side still remained 
Natalie and Count Paulo. 

"You have struck the lyre like an 
Apollo,^' exclaimed the cardinal to the 
singer. 

Carlo bowed with a smile, and hastily 
said : " And are you ignorant, your emi- 
nence, that a much greater poetess and 
improvisatrice than our Corilla is in 
your society ? " 

The cardinal smilingly threatened 
him with his finger, " Poor Carlo, has 



it already come to this?" said he. 
" You are jealous of our delight in Go- 
rilla, and would lessen her fame, that 
you may make her more your own I " 

"I speak the truth," said Carlo; "a 
poetess is among us whom the muses 
themselves have consecrated, an impro- 
visatrice, not of human composition, 
but by the grace of God, to whom the 
angels whisper the rhymes, and the 
muses the ideas t " 

"And who, then, is this divinely- 
gifted artist, this consecrated daughter 
of the muses? " wonderingly asked the 
cardinal. 

Carlo indicated Natalie, and bowed 
to the ground before her. 

"Princess Tartaroff? " asked the car- 
dinal, with astonishment 

"That she is a princess, I know not," 
said Carlo, " but I am quite certain she 
is a poetess I " 

What was it that at this moment 
stirred the soul ,of the young maiden ? 
She now felt a pride, a blessed joy, and 
yet had she previously felt so sad at 
Gorilla's triumph I It seemed as if en- 
thusiasm raised its wings in her, as if 
the word, the right word, pressed to her 
lips, as if she must utter in song her 
rejoicings and lamentings for her simul- 
taneously felt pleasures and pains ! A 
pure and genuine child of Nature, she 
felt in^hersdf the natural impulse to 
pour out in words, tones, and even in 
tears, what agitated her soul, and to 
which she was unable to give a name. 

Cardinal Bernis had first turned im- 
ploringly to Count Paulo, praying for 
his permission to invite the young 
princess to surprise and delight the 
company with some of her improvisa- 



THE DAITGHTEB OF AK EMPRESS. 



173 



fions. Others, overhearing fhis, min- 
gled in the conversation, and added 
their requests to those of the cardinal ; 
and, the feeling heooming general, the 
requests for an improvisation heoame 
universal and pressing ; people, momen- 
tarily forgetting the great and celehra- 
ted improvisatrioe Gorilla, with a fever- 
ish curiosity turned to the new and un- 
known star. Gorilla stood almost alone 
— only Gardinal Albani remaining by 
her side; hut his tender words were 
not competent to appease the violent 
storm of jealousy that raged in her 
soul. 

The solicitations of the curious Ro- 
mans hecame constantly more urgent, 
and Gount Paulo, unable longer to re- 
sist them, finally consented to leave the 
decision to his ward, the young princess 
herself. 

And ITatalie ? She was so real and in- 
genuous a child of ITature, that she felt 
no timidity in the presence of this 
crowd ; she was so full of faith and con- 
fidence, so full of trust and human love. 
She thought, " Why should I not 0ve a 
little pleasure to these good people who 
approach me with such warm sym- 
pathies? And why should I tremble 
hefore them? Did not Paulo tell me 
that I should feel as if I were in my 
garden, and it was only my trees and 
flowers that were looking at me with 
human faces? "Well, then, I will so 
think and feel, and speak only to my 
dear trees and flowers I " 

Beckoning Garlo with a charming 
smile, guided by his hand, she hastily 
ascended the steps. And as they saw 
her there upon the stage, this delicate, . 
lovely maiden — as they looked upon her 



spiritual maiden beauty, with the 
childlike expression of her noble fea- 
tures, with eyes that beamed with 
pleasure and inspiration — ^there arose 
such a storm of applause that Natalie 
slightly trembled, and with a sweet 
smile she said to Garlo : ^^ The people 
here are much more boisterous than the 
zephyrs in our garden, but they are not 
so melodious, and it almost saddens the 
heart I " 

Gardinal Bernis now approached with 
the silver vase. On this occasion he 
had taken it upon himself to collect the 
themes, and with a respectful bow he 
handed them to the princess. With a 
gracious smile she took one of the papers 
and unfolded it The subject given 
was, '.'Longing for home." 

That was a theme well calculated 
to inspire Katalie, and to reawaken 
in her all her longings, sorrows, loves, 
and remembrances. She suddenly felt 
something like a cold shudder in her 
heart, and, ^ glancing around with a 
feeling of solitude and desertion, she 
saw nothing but curious faces and 
strange, staring eyes! She, also, was 
repudiated and homeless, and an exces- 
sive longing for the distant unknown 
home of her childhood now took pos- 
session of her. 

Perhaps Garlo had read her thoughts 
upon 'her brow ; low and plaintive mel- 
odies poured from his harp, as it were 
the rustling murmurs of far-off remem- 
brances, the sighing and sobbing of a 
yearning heart. And Natalie, carried 
away by these tones, forgetful of all 
around her, mindfhl only of the happi- 
ness of her childhood and of the lady 
she had so dearly loved, began to sing. 
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Of what she said and what she sang 
she was unconscious. She stood there 
as if elevated hy inward inspiration; her 
eye flashed as she stared into the far 
distance, and the images she saw there 
caused her to smile and weep at the 
same time ; all the glow, all the child- 
like purity of her soul, came in words 
from her lips in a stream of inspiration, 
of painftd ecstasy I 

She saw nothing, heard nothing! 
She saw not the ladies weeping with 
emotion, not the rapturous glances of 
the men ; she had entirely forgotten all 
those strange, unknown people ; and 
when the constantly increasing storm 
of applause finally reminded her of 
them, it was all over with her inspira- 
tion — the words died upon her lips, and 
with a sad smile she hastened the con- 
clusion. 

And now arose a shout and an out- 
break of rapture which caused JS'atalie 
to tremble with anxious timidity. She 
cast a searching glance around her ; it 
seemed to her that Paulo must come to 
her relief that he must rescue and re- 
deem her from the enthusiastic and 
flattering men who surrounded her. 
She saw him notl Where was Paulo, 
where was Carlo? These inquisitive 
lord cardinals had formed a circle around 
her, she seemed to herself a prisoner ; it 
alarmed her to thus find herself the 
central point of all these attractions. 

Not fai' from her stood Gorilla, with 
glowing cheeks and anger-flashing eyes. 

" I will avenge this affront or die 1 " 
thought she, as, grasping Albani's hand 
with convulsive violence, she whispered 
to him: "Free me from this woman, 
and I will realize all your wishes." 



Francesco Albani smiled. "Then 
you are mine. Gorilla, and no power on 
earth shall take you from me. That 
child is dead. See, see how she makes 
herself a path through the crowd — ah, 
it is too sultry for her here in the hall, 
she approaches the garden door, she 
slips out. Ah, give me your hand, Go- 
rilla. Yet a few moments and the fair- 
est woman on earth is mine I " 

Light as a gazelle, timid and trem- 
bling, Natalie had fled the crowd, and 
now, stepping out into the garden, she 
breathed easier, it seeming to her that 
she had escaped a danger. 

" This night air will cool and refresh 
me, and I shall soon succeed in finding 
Paulo," thought she, constantly wander- 
ing farther and farther into the garden. 
But the brightness of the illuminated 
alleys annoyed her. A more obscure 
and secluded path opening, Natalie en- 
tered it. Ah, she needed solitude and 
stillness, and what knew she, this sim- 
ple, harmless child of Nature — what 
knew she whether it was proper and 
seemly for a young woman thus alone 
to venture into these dark walks ? She 
knew not that she incurred any risk, or 
that one needed protection among peo- 
ple! 

Ever farther resounded the noise of 
the festival — the clapg of the music 
sounded fainter and fainter. Natalie 
wandered farther and farther, happy, 
because alone ! 

Alone? What, then, was it that 
noiselessly and cautiously haunted her 
steps, following every movement she 
made, constantly nearing her the far- 
ther she found Jierself, as she supposed, 
from all other living beings? What was 
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it inaudibly creeping throngh the bush* 
es, even its dark shadow imperceptible, 
that followed her like a ghost ? 

It became stiller and stiller, and 
nearer crept the gloomy form that 
lurked in her steps. Now with a sud- 
den spring he rushes upon the maiden. 
What gleams in his hand? It is a 
dagger. He swings it high, that he may 
sink it deep. Then some one rushes 
from the bushes, seizes the murderer's 
arm, wrests the dagger from his hand, 
hurls him to the earth, and a dear, 
well-known voice cries : " Fly, Natalie, 
fly quickly to Count Paulo I This ser- 
pent will no longer follow you I I have 
him fast, the assassin I ^' 

And Carlo broke out into a happy 
and triumphant laugh. 

KataUe made no answer, she was 
paralyzed with terror; there was a 
roaring in her ears, it darkened before 
her eyes, and she fell senseless to the 
earth I 

But her disarmed murderer sought to 
free himself from Carlo's grasp. Strug- 
gling with his captor, he finally suc- 
ceeded in half rising. Carlo thought 
not of his own danger, but only of 
Natalie's, and it was only on her ac- 
count that he now loudly called for 



help, at the same time exerting a su- 
perhuman strength to hold on upon his 
prisoner. 

Voices were heard, lights approached, 
and Paulo's cry of anguish resounded. 

" Here, here I " anxiously cried Carlo, 
his strength already beginning to fail 
him. And his call being recognized, 
people soon came with lights. Count 
Paulo was already distinguishable, al- 
ready Cardinal Bemis, with a light in 
his hand, was hasteniug on in advance 
of the rest. 

With a last powerful effort the pris- 
oner succedded in freeing himself. 

" She is saved for this time, but my 
dagger will yet make her acquaint- 
ance 1 " said he, with a scornfal laugh, 
and like a serpent he glided away among 
the bushes. 

" She is saved 1 " cried Carlo, sinking 
back toward Coant Paulo, and pointing 
with a happy smile to Natalie, who, 
awaking from her momentary stupefac- 
tion, stretched forth her arms toward 
the count. 

" Paulo," she whispered low, " let us 
hasten from here ! I dread these people ! 
I fear them I Let us go I But take him 
with us, that they may not kill him, my 
saviour, my friend Carlo I " 



176 



THE DAUGHTER OF AN EMPRESS. 



OHAPTEE XXXII. 



THE DEPARTUBB. 



Thb morning dawned. Connt Panlo 
rose from the arm-chiur in which ho 
had passed the night. He had occupied 
the whole fearfollj anzioas night in 
writing ; he now laid the pen aside and 
stood np. 

His face had an expression of firm- 
ness and decision; he had formed a 
firm resolution, had come to an irrevo- 
cahle determination. 

With a firm step advancing to the 
door opening into the adjoining cham- 
ber, he called to his friend Cecil. 

The latter immediately made his ap- 
pearance, and, entering the count's 
chamber, laconically said: "All is 
ready." 

Count Paulo smiled sadly. "You 
are then sure there are no other means 
of saving her and ourselves ? " be asked. 

"None whatever," said Cecil. "Every 
moment's delay increases her and your 
danger. The occurrence of last night 
is a proof of it. They sought the deaths 
of Natalie — without Carlo's help she 
would have been murdered, and all our 
plans would have come to an end." 

"Her life is threatened, and yet you 
can urge me to go and leave her here 
alone and xmprotected? " 

" Was it you who saved her from the 
danger of last night?" asked Cecil. 



"Believe me, it is your presence that 
threatens her with the most danger. 
Predaely because you are at her side, 
they suspect her and watch her every 
step; the circumstance that she is with 
you creates distrust, and in. Natalie 
they will think they see her whose mys- 
terious flight has long been known in 
Bussia. And Catharine will have her 
tracked in all countries and upon all 
routes. Therefore, save Natalie, by 
seeming to give her np. Beturn home 
and relate to them a fable of a false 
princess by whom you had been de- 
ceived, and whom you abandoned as 
soon as you discovered the deception. 
They will everywhere lend you a be- 
lieving ear, as people gladly believe 
what they wish, and by this means only 
can you assure the future of Natalia 
and yourself." 

" That is all just and true. I myself 
have so seen and recognized it," said 
the count; " and yet, my friend, I nev- 
ertheless still waver, and it seems to me 
that an internal voice warns me against 
that which I am about to do 1 " 

Cecil smilingly shook his head. 
"Trust not such voices," said he; " it is 
the whispering of demons who envel- 
op themselves in our own wishes, who 
entice us to what we would, by seeming 
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to warn us against what we fear. 
Nothing but your departure can give 
you safety. Leave Natalie here in quiet 
solitude, and without you she will be 
well concealed in the solitude of this 
garden, and you, in the mean time, will 
pursue your affairs in Eussia, and de- 
ceive the enemy, while you yourself 
seem to be the deceived party. They 
threaten you with the confiscation of 
your property, and they will fulfil those 
threats if you do not obey the caU of 
the government. Go, therefore, go I 
We will secretly sell your property ; and 
when this is accomplished, then, laden 
with treasure, let us return to Natalie, 
no longer fearing their threats." 

"And when all this is done," ex- 
claimed Count Paulo, glowing, " it shall 
he our task to conduct Natalie back in 
triumph to the country to which she 
helongs, there to place the diadem upon 
her fair brows, and to raise her above 
all other mortal beings 1 " 

" God grant us the attainment of our 
ends I " sighed Cecil. 

" We must and shall attain them 1 " 

responded Paulo, with enthusiasm. " I 

must fulfil this great task of my life, or 

die I Away, now, with all wavering or 

hesitation! What must be, shall be! 

They shall not say of the man who 

took compassion upon the deserted and 

threatened orphan and raised her for 

his objects, that he gave up his plans 

on account of his own egotistical wishes, 

and pusillanimously failed to finish the 

work he began ! No, no, history shall 

not so speak of me. It shall at least 

represent me as a brave man capable 

of sacrificing his heart and his life for 

the attainment of his higher ends! 

12 i 



Seal these letters, Cecil. They contain 
my last will, and my bequest to Nata- . 
lie, which I wish to place in her own 
hands. Ah, Cecil, I have been an 
enthusiastic fool until this hour! I 
thought — alas, what did I not think 
and dream! — I thought that all these 
plans and objects were not worth so 
much as one sole smile of her lips, and 
that if she would say to me * I love thee,' 
this sweet word would not be top 
dearly purchased with an imperial 
crown. Perhaps, ah, perhaps, I tJiink 
so yet, but I will never more suffer my- 
self to be swayed by such thoughts. 
We must go — Natalie's happiness de- 
mands it. And besides, sk^ will not 
lack friends and protectors. It was 
not without an object that I last even- 
ing presented her to the most notable 
people of Rome ; not without an object 
that I consented to her showing herself 
as a poetess. They now know her name, 
which is repeated with highest praise 
in every quarter of th^ city ; all Rome 
is to-day enthusiastic in her praise, and 
all Rome will protect and defend her. 
Add to which, I shall yet recommend 
her to the special protection of Cardinal 
Bernis!" * 

"And it was exactly in his house 
wh^re she was almost murdered ! " said 
Cecil. "Without that singer. Carlo, 
she would have been forever lost ! If, 
then, you would choose a protector for 
her, let it be Carlo." 

Count Paulo's brow darkened. " This 
singer loves her ! " said he. 

"Precisely for that reason," smiling- 
ly responded Cecil. "One who loves 
will best know how to protect her." 

Count Paulo made no answer; he 
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continued thonghtfully walking back 
and forth. Then he said with decision : 
" Seal these letters, Cecil. I will take 
them to Natalie myself." 

"Yon will, then, see her again?" 
asked Cecil, while folding the letters. 
"Yon will render the parting more 
painful ! " 

" I will it 1 " said Paulo, with decision, 
and, taking the letters, he left the room 
with a firm and resolute step. 

He found Natalie in her room. She 
did not hear him comiug, and thus did 
not turn to receive him. She was sit- 
ting motionless at the window and 
dejectedly looking out into the garden, 
her head s^ported by her hand. 

The events of the previous evening 
had made a great change in her. She 
now felt older, more experienced, more 
earnest. A dark shadow had passed 
over her sunbright happiness, a dark 
power had threateniogly approached 
her ; the seriousness of life had been sud- 
denly unfolded to her and had brushed 
off the ether-dust of harmless and joy- 
ful peace from her childish soul. The 
happy child had become a conscious 
maiden, and new thoughts, new feel- 
ings had sprung up within her. The 
first tears of sorrow had, with a mighty 
creative power, called all these slum- 
bering blossoms of her heart into 
existence and activity, and her un- 
conscious-feelings had become conscious 
thoughts. 

But what had not happened, what 
had she not experienced and felt since 
last evening? First, had not a new 
happiness broken in upon her, had she 
not now a name, was she not a prin- 
cess ? Then, had she not achieved a 



triumph — a triumph in the presence of 
Coiolla ? But then, also, how many 
desillusions had she not experienced in 
a few hours ? How had her heart been 
cooled by the rich flow of words in Co- 
rilla's poesy ! Her whole soul had lan- 
guished for the acquaintance of a poetr 
ess, and she had heard only a rhymed 
work of art. And then the last terrible 
event I Why had they wished to mur- 
der her ? Who were her unknown ene- 
mies, and why had she enemies ? 

"I should have been dead had he 
not rescued me I " murmured she, and 
her lovely face was illuminated by a 
sunny smile. "Yes, without Carlo I 
should have been lost — ^I have to thank 
him for my life ! Oh," said she then 
aloud, "to him therefore belongs my 
existence, and for every joy I am yet 
capable of feeling I am indebted to him, 
my friend Carlo I Ah, how shall I ever 
be able to reward him for all this hap- 
piness ? " 

And while she was thus speaking, 
Count Paulo, pale and silent, stood be- 
hind her ; she saw him not, and after a 
pause she continued: "How strange it 
is! To-day, when I think of him, my 
heart beats as never before, and I feel 
in it something like heavenly bliss, and 
yet at the same time like profound sor- 
row. Ah, what can it be, and why do 
I, to-day, think only of him ? I could 
weep because he does not yet come I 
How strange it all is, and at the same 
time how sad I Seems it not to me 
that I love Carlo more than any one 
else, more even than Paulo, who for- ' 
merly was the dearest to me ? How is 
it now, and am I^ then, really so un- 
grateful to Paulo ? " 
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Count Panlo still stood behind her, 
pale and silent. ^A painfnllj ironic 
smile flitted over his face, and he 
; thought: ^'I came to ask a question, 
and Natalie has already ^ven me the 
answer before I had time to ask it. 
Perhaps it is better thus. I have now 
nothing to ask I " 

The joong maiden became more and 
more deeply absorbed in her thoughts. 
Count Paulo laid his hand lightly upon 
her shoulder. She was startled, and in- 
voluntarily cried, " Carlo I " 

" No, Paulo I " said he, with a melan- 
choly smile, "but at all events a friend, 
l^atalie, though a. friend who is about 
to leave you I " 

" You leave me ? " she anxiously ex- 
claimed. 

"That means only outwardly, only 
with my body, never with my soul," 
said he, deeply moved, " That, Natalie, 
win remain with you eternally, that 
will never leave you — do you hear, 
never 1 Always remember this, my 
charming child, my sweet blossom 1 
Never entertain a doubt of me, and if 
my voice does not reach you, if you re- 
ceive no news of me, then think not, 
^ Paulo has abandoned met' no, then 
think only, ' Paulo is dead, but my name 
was the last to linger upon his lips, and 
hia last sigh was for me I ' " 

"You desert me?" said she, wring- 
ing her hands. "What am I, what 
shall I do, without you? You have 
been my protector and my reliance, my 
teacher and my friend I Alas, you were 
* all to me, and I have ever looked up to 
you as my lord and father," 

Count Paulo sadly smiled. "Love 
me* always as your father," said he; 



" while I live you shall never be an or- 
phan, that I swear to you I " 

" And must you go," cried she, ding- 
ing to him ; " well, then let me go with 
you I You will be my father — ^well, I 
demand my right as your daughter ; to 
accompany her father is a daughter's, 
right." 

" No," he firmly said, " you must re- 
main while I go ; but I go for you, to 
assure your future power and splendor. 
Remember this. Princess Natalie, for- 
get it not, and when -one day they 
brand me as a traitor, then say : J No, 
he was no traitor, for he loved me ! ' 
And now hear what I have yet to say," 
continued the count, after a pause, 
while the still weeping Natalie looked 
up to him through her tears. "But 
look at me, Natalie — ^no, not that sad 
glance, I cannot bear it 1 Leave me my 
self-possession and my courage, for I 
need them I Weep not I " 

And Natalie, drying her eyes with 
her long locks, sought to smile. 

"I no longer weep," said she, "I 
listen to you." 

Paulo placed two sealed letters in her 
hand. 

"Swear to me," said he, "to hold 
these letters sacred as your most pre- 
cious possession." 

" I swear it 1 " said she. 

" Swear to me to discover them to no 
human eye, to betray their possession 
to no human ear I Swear it to me by 
the memory of your mother, who now 
looks down from heaven upon you and 
receives your oath 1 " 

" Then she is dead ? " said the young 
maiden, sadly droopmg her head upon 
her breast. 
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" Yon have not yet sworn I " said he. 

The young maiden raised her head, 
and, turning her eyes toward heaven 
as if in the hope of enconntering the 
tender maternal glance, she solemnly 
said: "By the sacred memory of my 
mother I swear to discover these papers 
to no'hmnan eye, to betray their ex- 
istence to no hnman ear, but to hold 
them sacred as my most precions and 
mysterioas treasure 1 '^ 

" Swear, farther," said Oonnt Panlo, 
" that, whenever a danger may threaten 
yon, you will sooner forget all other 
things than these papers, that they shall 
be the first which you will endeavor to 
«ave. Yes, swear to me that you will 
ever bear them upon your heart and 
never permit them to be separated from 
you I" 

" I swear it 1 " said Katalie. " I will 
defend the possession of these papers, if 
necessary, with my life I" 

"And thereby will you defend your 
honor," said Paulo, "for your h"onor 
rests in these papers. Yet ask me not 
what they contain. You must not yet 
know, there is danger in knowing their 
contents 1 But when a whole year has 
passed without my return or your hear- 
ing from me, and if in this whole year 
no messenger ccmes to you from me, 
then, Katalie, then open these letters ; 
^ou will then possess my testament, and 
you will consider it a sacred duty to 
execute it 1 " 

!N"atalie, sobbing, said : " Ah, why did 
not that dagger pierce my heart yester- 
day? I should then have died while I 
was yet happy 1 " 

'^You will yet do sol" said Count 
Faulo, with a slight tincture of bitter- 



ness ; " Carlo and your future yet re- 
main to you I " 

She looked at him with a clear, bright 
glance, but without answering. She 
had again become an enigma to herself. 
Now, when her friend, when Paulo, was 
about to leave her, it seemed to her she 
had done wrong to love another, even 
for a moment, better than him, her 
benefactor and protector; indeed, as if 
she in fact loved no one so well as him, 
as if she could resign and leave all 
others to insure Paulo's permanent 
presence! 

But she was suddenly startled, and a 
glowing flush overspread her cheeks. 
She had, quite accidentally, glanced 
through the window into the garden, 
and had there discovered Carlo, as with 
slaw and hesitating steps he descended 
the alley leading to the villa. 

Count Paulo had followed her glance, 
and, as he now observed the singer, he 
said: "He shall henceforth be your 
protector ! Promise me to love him as 
a brother. Will yon?" 

He looked at her with a fixed and 
searching gaze, and she cast not down 
her eyes before that penetrating and 
interrogating glance, but met it directiy 
with clear and innocent eyes. 

" Yes, I will love him as a brother 1 " 
she said. 

"One thing more, and then let us 
part 1 " said Paulo. " Marianne is hon- 
est and true — ^let her never leave you. 
I have amply provided her with funds 
for the necessary expenses for the next 
six months, and I hope long before the 
expiration of that time to send a further 
supply. If I do not, then conclude I 
am dead, for only with my life can I be 
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robbed of the sweet duty of caring for 
yon I And now let me go to Carlo I " 

Sliglitly nodding to her, he hastily 
left the room. 

At that moment Oarlo mounted the 
steps leading to the door of the villa. 
Panlo met him with a hearty greeting. 

"Let ns go down into the garden," 
said he, "I have many things to say to 
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you. 

• The two men semained a long time 
in the garden. Katalie, standing at the 
window, occasionally saw them, arm in 
arm, at some turning of the walks, and 
then they would again disappear as 
they pursued their way in earnest con- 
Tersation. Strange thoughts flitted 
through the soul of the young maiden, 
and when she saw the two thus wan- 
dering, arm in arm, she thoughtfully 
asked herself: " Which is it, then, that 
I most love ? Is it Carlo, is it Paulo ? " 



"I now understand you perfectly," 
said Count Paulo, as they again ap- 
proached the house after a long and 
earnest conversation. "Yes, it seems 
to me I know you as myself, and know 
I can confide in you. You have per- 
fectly tranquillized me, and I thank you 
for your confidence. It was then Co- 
rilla, that vain improvisatrice, who 
would have destroyed her? That is 
consoling, and I can now depart with a 
lighter heart. Against such attacks 
you will be able to protect her." 

" I will protect her against every at- 
tack," responded Oarlo, "You have 
my oath that the secret you have con- 
fided to me shall be held sacred, and 
you have thereby secured her from 
every outbreak of my passion. She 
stands so high above me that I can only 
adore her as my saint, can love her only 
as one loves the unattainable stars! " 
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AN HONEST BETBAYEB. 



At abont the same time Cecil was 
hastening through the streets of Bome, 
often looking back to see if any one was 
following him, and viewing with suspi- 
cions eyes every one whom he met. 
He finally stopped before the backdoor 
of a palace, and, after having satisfied 
himself that he had not been followed, 
he lightly knocked three times at the 
door. Upon its being opened, a grim, 
bearded Russian face presented itself 

Cecil drew a ring from his bosom and 
showed it to the porter. 

" Quick! conduct me to his excellen- 
cy," said he. 

The Russian nodded, his recognition 
of the token, and beckoned Cecil to fol- 
low him. After a short refiection, Ce- 
cil entered and the door was closed. 

Guided by his conductor through a 
labyrinth of rooms and corridors, Cecil 
finally succeeded in reaching a little 
boudoir, whose heavily-curtained win- 
dows hardly admitted a ray of dim twi- 
light 

The conductor, bidding Cecil to wait 
here, left him alone. 

In a few moments a concealed door 
was opened, and a man of a tall, proud 
form entered. 

" At length ! " he said, on perceiving 
Cecil. "I had begun to doubt your 
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" I waited until I could bring ya 
decisive intelligence, your excellency, 
said Cecil. 

" And you bring it to-day ? " quickl 
asked the unknown. 

" In an hour we leave Rome for St-^ 
Petersburg I " ^ 

Uttering a loud cry of joy, the stran 
ger walked the room in visible commo 
tion. Cecil followed him with timii 
anxious glances, and, as he stiU kept si 
lence, Cecil said : 

" Your excellency, I have truly per- 
formed what you required of me. I 
have persuaded the count to make the 
journey, notwithstanding his opposition 
to it, and, as you commanded, his ward 
remains behind in Rome, alone and un- 
protected." 

"Ah, you praise your acts because 
you desire your reward," said his ex- 
cellency, contemptuously opening his 
writing-desk, and drawing forth a well- 
filled purse. "You there have your 
pay, good man 1 " 

Cecil indignantly rejected the money. 
" I am no Judas, who betrays his mas- 
ter for money," said he. " Please re- 
member, your excellency, for what I 
promised to fiilfil your excellency's 
commands, and what reward you prom- 
ised me I " 

"Ah, I now remember I You re- 
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quired my promise that no liarm should 
befall the count I " 

" Only on that condition did I prom- 
ise my assistance," said Cecil. " When 
your emissary sought me and called me 
to you, I only followed him, as you well 
inow, most noble count, because you 
gave me to understand that my master's 
Hfe and safety were concerned. I came 
to you. Allow me, your excellency, 
to repeat your own words. You said : 
* Cecil, you have been represented to 
^e as a true friend of your master. Fi- 
delity is so rare a virtue, that it deserves 
I'eward. I will reward you by saving 
your life. Quickly leave this traitorous 
Count, and break off all connection with 
liim, else you are lost. I am secretly 
Sent here in order to capture the count 
and his criminal ward, and take them to 
St, Petersburg. What there awaits the 
ciount may easily be imagined.' Thus 
speaking, your excellency then showed 
xne the command for the count's arrest, 
signed by the empress. Upon which I 
asked: 'Is there no means of saving 
the count?' 'There is one,' said you. 
'Persuade the count to return imme- 
diately to St. Petersburg, leaving his 
ward behind him here, and I swear to 
you, in the name of the empress, that 
no harm shall come to him.' " 

" Well," impatiently cried the count, 
" what is the use of repeating all that, 
as I know it already? " 

"Only because your excellency seems 
to forget that what I did was not done 
for your miserable gold, but for a to- 
tally different reward — ^the safety of a 
man whom I love as my own son." 

" You have my word — ^no harm shall 
come to him." 



" I doubt not your excellency's word," 
firmly and decidedly responded Cecil ; 
" your word is aU-powerfiil, and when 
you let your commanding voice be 
heard, all Eussia trembles and bows be- 
fore you. But here your voice resounds 
only between these walls, and nobody 
hears it but I alone. Give me an evi- 
dence of your word — a safety-pass, 
signed by your own hand, for my mas- 
ter, and then destroy the order for his 
arrest which you now hold I " 

"Ah, it seems you would prescribe 
conditions ? " said the count, proudly. 

"Certainly I wiU," said CecU. "I 
have complied with your conditions, 
and now it is your turn. Sir Count, to 
comply with mine, for you knew them 
before ! " 

A dark glow of anger showed itself 
in the count's face, and, passionately 
starting up^ he approached Cecil, raising 
his arm threateningly against him. 

"Sir Count," said Cecil, stepping 
back, " you mistake I I am no Eussian 
serf, I am a free man, and no one has 
a right so to threaten me I " 

The count had already let his arm 
fall, seeming suddenly to have changed 
his mind, and in a more friendly man- 
ner he said : 

" You are right, Cecil, and what you 
desire shall be done." 

Taking a large sealed paper from a 
drawer in his writing-desk, he handed 
it to Cecil. 

"That is the order for the arrest; 
destroy it yourself! " said he. 

Taking the paper, Cecil read it with 
attention. " It is, as you say, the order 
for the arrest. It is destroyed ! " 

With a satisfied smile, he tore the 
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paper into a thousand pieces, and placed 
these in his bosom. 

The count had stepped to the table 
and hastily written a few lines upon 
another piece of paper. This he handed 
to Cecil. " I hope you are now satis- 
fled," said he. 

Cecil took the paper and read it. 

" This is a safety-pass in due form," 
said he — "a valid instruction to all 
boundary guards and officials to let us 
pass without molestation. Your Excel- 
lency, we are quits. I complied with 
your wish, as you now have with mine, 
and my dear master is saved ! " 

" It being understood that yon start 
immediately," said the count. 

*'The post-horses are already or- 
dered, and we shall set ont as soon as I 
return home. Farewell, therefore, Sir 
Count ; I thank you for enabling me to 
save the man whom I most loved. I 
thank you ! " 

Cecil was approaching the door, when 
he suddenly stopped, and his face took 
a sad expression. " I have deceived my 
dear master, in order to save him," said 
he, " and in order to redeem the prom- 
ise I made his father on his death-bed, 
swearing that I would watch over and 
protect the son at the risk of my heart's 
blood. But if the son knew what I 
have done, he would call me a betrayer 
and curse me, for he holds his word 
dearer than his own life I He leaves the 
princess in the belief that it is neces- 
sary for her safety, and repairs to Rus- 
sia, to return with increased wealth. Sir 
Count, what is to become of Natalie ? " 

" That," low and mysteriously replied 
the count, "that can be decided only 
by the will of her who has sent me. 



UntH that decimon no hair of her head 
can be touched, and the princess will 
follow me to Russia only with her own 
free will I But you must kno^ that 
the empress hates no one more than 
her own son. How, then, if she should 
be disposed to pass him over, and se- 
lect another as her successor ? " 

" Oh, would to God that I rightly 
understand you I " exclaimed CeciL 

" We shall, one day, perfectly under- 
stand each other," said the count, witli 
a significant smile. "Now, hasten to 
redeem your word, and leave Rome 
with your master I " 

As "Soon as Cecil left the room, the 
count's face assumed a knavishly mali- 
cious expression. With a loud laugh 
he threw himself upon the silken divan, 

"Thus are all these so-called good 
men real blockheads, stupid fools, wno 
believe every word spoken to them with 
a friendly mien I This honest man really 
believes that his highly-prized master 
is now saved, because he bears in his 
bosom the fragments of the order for 
his arrest. Worthy dunce ; as if tiiere 
were no duplicate, and as if every prom- 
ise were countersigned by the Divinity 
himself I Go home with your count — 
my word shall be fulfilled. No hair of 
his head shall be touched, but his proud 
back shall be curled, and in the mines 
of Siberia he may learn to bow . before 
a higher power ! " 

Thus speaking, the count pulled a 
bell whose silken cord hung over the 
divan, and, as no one instantly ap- 
peared, he pulled it again, this time 
more violently. But yet some minutes 
passed, and still the bell was unan- 
swered. The count gnashed his teeth 
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witii rage, and niTjfiiered Tenement 
corses. 

At length the door opened, and with 
an imploring face a servant appeared 
upon the threshold. 

" Miserable honnd, where were yon ? " 
eiied the connt to him. 

The servant fell upon his knees and 
crept like a dog to his master^s feet. 

"Excellency, we had, as yonr grace 
commanded, so long as the gentleman 
was with yon, withdrawn from the 
anteroom and waited in the corridor, 
where the bell conld not be heard,'' 
stammered the servant. 

"I will teach yon wretches to keep 
me waiting," exclaimed the connt, 
and seizing the knont that lay npon the 
table before him, he laid it with merci- 
less rage upon the poor servant, nntil 
his own arm sank powerless, and he 
felt himself exhausted with fatigue. 

" ITow go, you hound 1 " said he, re- 
placing the knout upon the table ; and 
the flagellated ser^ rising respectfully, 
with his hand wiped away the blood 
which ran in streams from his wounds. 

"Kow go and send my officers to 
me I " cried the count. The servant 
staggered out to obey the command, 
and soon the persons thus ordered made 
.their appearance and remained stand- 
ing in silence at the door. 

The count lay stretched out npon 
the divan, playing with the knout, 
whose leathern thongs were still drip- 
ping with his servant's blood. 

" Let a courier take horse immediately, 
and give hira the order countersigned by 
her imperial mjgesty for the arrest of 
Count Paulo Rasczinsky. The courier 
will follow him with it to the Rus- 



edan frontier, and then by virtue of this 
order arrest him at the next station and 
send him to St. Petersburg in chains I 
This is the command for the courier; 
he will answer with his head for its ex- 
ecution I " 

One of the officers bowed, and went 
to dispatch the courier. 

"Is our recoonoitrer returned?'* 
asked the coxmt of the two who re- 
mained. 

"He is." 

"What news brings he? Does he 
know the cause of the murderous attack 
at the festival of the French cardinal ? 
Yet why do I ask you? Make your- 
selves scarce, and let him come to speak 
for himself I " 

The officers were no sooner gone, 
than a wild -looking, bearded churl 
made his appearance upon the threshold 
of the door and greeted the count with 
a grinning laugh. 

" What know yon of the murderous 
attack ? " asked the county in Italian. 

" A friend of mine was charged with 
the affair," said the bravo. "He is in 
the pay of the most holy Cardinal Alba- 
ni. We served long together under the 
same chief, and I know him intimately. 
He carries the most skilful dagger in all 
Rome, and it is the greatest wonder that 
he missed on this occasion." 

" Was it done by order of the cardi- 
nal?" 

"No I The lord cardinal had lent 
this bravo to the celebrated improvisa- 
trice Corilla — ^the order came from her." 

" It is well 1 " said the count. " Do 
you know all the dram in Rome? " 

"All, your excellency. They are all 
my good friends." 
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"Well, now listen to what I have to 
say to yon. You must hold the life of 
the Princess Tartaroff as saored as your 
own I Know that she is no moment 
unwatched ; that wherever she appears 
she is surrounded hy secret protectors. 
Whoever touches her is lost — ^my arm 
will reach him I Say that to your 
Mends, and tell them that the Bussian 
count keeps his word. Pour thousand 
sequins are yours in four weeks, if until 
then the princess meets with no acci- 
dent. Away with you, and forget not 
my words I " 

"Ah, these words, your excellency, 
are worth four thousand sequins, and 
these one does not so easily forget 1 " 
said the handit, leaving the room. 

Again the count rang, and ordered 
his private secretary, Stephano, to he 
called. 

" Stephano," said the count to him, 
" the first step is taken toward the ac- 
complishment of our object. The work 
must succeed ; I have pledged my word 
for it to the empress, and who can say 
that Alexis Orloff ever failed to redeem 
his word? This princess is mine I 
Count Paulo Rasczinsky is just now 
leaving Eome, and she has no one to 
protect her 1 " 

"But it is not yet to be said that 
she is already yours 1 " said Stephano, 



shrug^g his shoulders. " As yon will 
not employ force, your excellency, you 
must have recourse to stratagem. I 
have hit upon a plan, of which I think 
you will approve. They describe this 
so-called little princess as exceedingly 
innocent and confiding. Let os take 
advantage of her confiding innocence — 
that will be best I Now hear my plan." 

Stephano inclined himself closer to 
the ear of the count, and whispered long 
and earnestly ; it seemed as if he feared 
that even the walls might listen to him 
and betray his plans ; he whispered so 
low that even the count had some trou- 
ble in understanding him. 

" You are right," said the count, when 
Stephano had ended ; " your plan must 
and will succeed. First of all, we must 
find some one who will incline her in 
our favor, and render her confiding." 

" Oh, for that we have our good Rus- 
sian gold," said Stephano, laughing. 

"And besides," continued the count, 
" our incognito is at an end. All Rome 
may now learn that I am here I Ah, 
Stephano, what a happy time awaits 
me I This 2^atalie is beautiful as an 
angel 1 " 

" Grod grant that you may not fall in 
love with her I " sighed Stephano. " You 
are always very generous when you are 
in love." 
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CHAPTER XXXIV. 



ALEyrS OBLOFF. 



Two things principally oconpied the 
Romans during the next weeks and 
months, offering them rich material for 
oonyersation. In talking of these they 
had forgotten all other events; they 
spoke no more of the giant fish which 
had destroyed the friendship of France 
and Spain; they no longer entertained 
each other with anecdotes in connection 
with the festival of Cardinal Bemis, at 
which the entrie of that fish npon his 
long silver platter was hailed with 
shouts and vwats — ^yea, even that Rus- 
sian princess, who had momentarily 
shown herself on the horizon of society, 
all these were quickly forgotten, and 
people now interested themselves only 
about the extirpation of the order of 
the Jesuits, which Pope Olement had 
now refllly effected, and of the arrival 
of the Russian ambassador-extraordina- 
ry, the famous Alexis Orloff, whose visit 
to Rome seemed the more important 
and significant as they well knew in 
what near and confidential relations his 
brother, Count Gregory Orloff, stood 
with the Empress Catharine, and what 
participation Alexis Orloff had in the 
sudden death of the Emperor Peter HI. 
The order of the Jesuits, then, no 
longer existed ; the pious fathers of the 
order of Jesus, were stricken out of the 
book of history ; a word of power had 



annihilated theml With loud com- 
plaints and lamentations they filled the 
streets of the holy city, and if the prayer 
of humility and resignation resounded 
from their lips, yet there were very 
different prayers in their hearts, prayers 
of anger and rage, of hatred and revenge I 
They were seen wringing their hands 
and loudly lamenting, as they hastened 
to their friends and protectors, and be- 
sieged the doors of the foreign embassies. 
With them wept the poor and suffering 
people to whom the pious fathers had 
proved themselves benefactors. For, 
since they knew that their existence was 
threatened, they had assiduously devot- 
ed themselves to works of charity and 
mercy, and to strengthening, especially 
in Rome, their reputation for piety, be- 
nevolence, and generosity. Prodigious 
sums were by them distributed among 
the poor ; more than five hundred re- 
spectable impoverished Romans, who 
had been accused of political offences, 
were secretly supported by them. In 
this way the Jesuits, against whom the 
cry of denunciation had been raised for 
years in all Europe, had nevertheless 
succeeded, at least in the holy city, in 
gaining for themselves a very consider- 
able party, and thus securing protection 
and support in the time of misfortune 
and persecution. But while the people 
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wept with them, and many cardinals 
and princes of the Church secretly 
pitied them, the ambassadors of the 
great European powers alone remained 
insensible to their lamentations. Ko 
one of them opened the doors of their 
palaces to them, no one afforded them 
protection or consolation ; and although 
it was known that Cardinal Bemis, in 
gpite of the horror which had for years 
been felt of this order in France, was 
personally favorable to them, and had 
long delayed the consent of the court 
of France to their abolition, yet even 
Bemis now avoided any manifestation 
of kindness for them, lest his former 
friend, the Spanish ambassador, might 
think he so far humiliated himself as to 
favor the Jesuits for the sake of recov- 
ering the friendship and good opinion 
of the Duke of GrimaldL But Grimaldi 
himself now no longer dared to protect 
the Jesuits, however friendly he might 
be to them, and however mnch they 
were favored by Elizabeth Famese, the 
Spanish queen-mother. Kiug Charles, 
her son, had finally ventured to defy 
her authority, and in an antograph let- 
ter had commanded the Duke of Gri- 
maldi to receive no more Jesuits in his 
palace. And while, as we have said, 
the whole diplomacy had declared 
against the order of the holy fathers of 
Jesus, it must have been the more 
strildug that this Bussian Count Orloff 
had compassion npon them, that he 
opened the doors of his palace to them, 
and lent a willing ear to the complaints 
of the unfortunate members of the 
order. 

This Bussian connt gave the good 
Bomans much material for reflection 



and head-shaking; the women were 
occupied with his herculean beanty, and 
the men with his wild, daring, and reck- 
less conduct. They called him a barba- 
rian, a Bussian bear, but could not help 
being interested in him, and eagerly re- 
peating the little anecdotes freely circu- 
lated respecting him. 

They smilingly told that he had been 
the first who had had the courage to 
defy the powerftil republic of Venice, 
which, for recruiting sailors for his fleet 
in their territories for tlie war against 
the Turks, wished to banish him from 
proud and beautiful Venice. Bnt Alexis 
Orloff had laughed at the senate of the 
republic when they sent him the order 
to leave. He had ordered the two hun- 
dred soldiers, who formed his retinue, 
to arm themselves, and, if necessary, to 
repel force with force ; but to the sen- 
ate he had answered that he would 
leave the city as soon as he pleased, not 
before ! But, as it seemed that he was 
not pleased to leave the city, he re- 
mained there, and now the angry and 
indignant senate sent him the peremp- 
tory command to leave Venice with his 
soldiers in twenty-four hours. A depu- 
tation of the senate came in solemn 
procession to communicate to the Bus- 
sian count this command of the Council 
of Three. Alexis Orloff received them, 
lying npon his divan, and to their sol- 
emn address he laughingly answered : 
" I receive commands from no one but 
my empress I It remains as before, that 
I shall go when I please, and not ear- 
Kerl" 

The senators departed with bitter 
murmurs and severe threats. Count 
AHezis Orloff remained, and the coward- 
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Ij senate, trembling with fear of this 
jonng EnBsian empire, had gently 
pocketed thehnmiliatio^ of seeing this 
overbearing Kussian within their walls 
for several weeks longer.* This evi- 
dence of the hanghty insolence of Oonnt 
Orloff was related among the Bomans 
with nndisguised pleasure, and they 
thanked him for having thns humiliated 
and insulted the proud and imperious 
republic. But they suspiciously shook 
their heads when they learned that he 
seemed disposed to display his pride 
and arrogance in Kome I They told of a 
toiree of the Marchesa di Paduli which 
Alexis Orloff had attended. As they 
there begged of him to give some proof 
of the very superior strength which had 
acquired for him the name of ^^ the Bus- 
dan Hercules,^' he had taken one of the 
hardest apples &om a silver plateau that 
stood upon the table and playfully 
crushed it with two fingers of his left 
hand. But a fragment of this hard ap- 
ple had hit the eye of the D;ike of 
Gloucester, who was standing near, and 
seriously injured it. The sympathies 
of the whole company were excited for 
the English prince, and he was imme- 
diately surrounded by a pitying and la- 
menting crowd. Count Orloff alone 
had nothing to say to him, and not the 
slightest excuse to make. He smilingly 
rocked himself upon his chair, and 
hummed a Eussian popular song in 
praise of his empress." t 

And was it not also an insult for 
Alexis Orloff now to show himself a 
friend to the Jesuits, whom th^ decree 

of God's vicegerent had outlawed and 

■ 'I ■ 

♦ Archenholz, *' Italien," vol, iv., p. 68. 
t Gorani, yol. ii., p. S8. 



proscribed ? Was it not an insult that 
he loudly and publicly promised to these 
persecuted Jesuits a kind reception and 
efficient protection in Bussia, and invited 
them to found new communities and 
new cloisters there ? 

But Alexis Orloff cared little for the 
dissatisfaction of the Bomans. He said 
to his confidant Stephano : ^^ There is 
no greater pleasure than to set at de- 
fiance all the world, and to oppose all 
these things which the stupid people 
would impose upon us as laws. The 
friend and favorite of the Empress Oath* 
arine has no occasion for complying 
with such miserable laws; wherever 1 
set my foot, there the earth belongs to 
me, and I will forcibly maintain my 
pretensions whenever they are dis- 
puted I In Bussia I am the serf of th« 
empress, in revenge for which I will, at 
least abroad, treat all the world as my 
serfs. This gives me pleasure, and 
wherefore is the world here but to be 
enjoyed? " 

"A little also for labor," said Ste- 
phano, with a sly smile. 

" For that I have my slaves, for that 
I have also you ! " responded OrlofiJ 
laughing. ** There is only one labor for 
me here in Bome, and that is to create 
as much disturbance as possible in the 
city; to set the people at odds with the 
government, so that they may have 
their hands full, and find no time for 
observing our nice game with our little 
princess, or to interfere with it. We 
must have freedom of action, that is the 
most important. Hence we must pro- 
tect these pious Jesuits, and offer sup- 
port to the enemies of this too-enter- 
prising pope, by which means we shall 
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tdtimately attain our own endfl^ and that 
1b enough for ns I" 

^'We have not yet advanced a step 
with our Princess Natalie," said Ste- 
phano, shrugging his shoulders ; '^ that, 
it seems, is an impregnable fortress! ^ 

"It must, however, yield to us," 
laughingly responded Alexis Orlof^ 
"and she shall yet acknowledge us as 
conquerors. We are undermining, Ste- 
phano, and when the building crushes 
ber in its crashing £q11, will she first 
discover that she has long been in dan- 
ger. And what said you — ^tbat we have 
not yet advanced a step? And yet 
Baaczinsky is gone, and we have known 
how to keep Cardinal Bemis, who 
would have interested himself for the 
little one, so very much occupied with 
the affair of the Jesuits, that he has yet 
had no time to think of the princess. 
Ah, these Jesuits are very useful peo- 
ple. "We strew them like snuff in the 
fkces of these diplomatists, and, while 
they are yet rubbing their weak eyes 



and crying out with pain, we shall 
quietly draw our little fish into onr net^ 
and take her home without opposition ! " 

" And if the fish will not go into the 
net?" 

"It must go in!" impatiently cried 
Orloffi " Bah I have I at the right tune 
succeeded in towing our emperor, God 
bless him! into eternity, and shall I 
doubt in the fulness of time of endodng 
this beautiful child in my arms ? Look 
at me, Stephano— what is wanting for 
it in me? Are not all these beautifbl 
women of Bome enraptured with the 
Russian Hercules ? How, then, can it be 
that a woman of my own country can 
withstand me? The preliminaries are 
the main thing, and if we only had 
some one to prepare her for my appear- 
ance, all would then go welL And such 
a one we will find, thanks to our rubles! 
But enough of politics for the present, 
Stephano. Call my valet. It is time 
for my toilet, and that is a very impor- 
tant affair." 
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OHAPTEE XXXV. 



OOBILLA. 



OoEiLLA was alone. Uneasy, full of 
stormy thongbts, slie impetuously 
walked back and forth, occasionally 
uttering single passionate exclamations, 
then again thoughtfully staring at va- 
oanoy before her. She was a full-blood- 
ed, warm Italian woman, that will nei- 
ther love nor hate with the whole soul, 
and nourishes both feelings •in her bo- 
som with equal strength and with equal 
warmth. But, in her, hatred exhaled 
as quickly as love; it was to her only 
the champagne-foam of life, which she 
flipped for the purpose of a slight intox- 
ication — as in her intoxication only did 
she feel herself a poetess, and in a con- 
dition for improvisation. 

" I must at any rate be in love," said 
she, " else I should lose my poetic fame. 
With cool blood and a tranquil mind 
there is no improvising and poetizing. 
With me all must be stirring and flam- 
ing, every nerve of my being must glow 
and tremble, the blood must flash like 
fire through my veins, and the most 
glowing wishes and ardent longings, be 
it love or be it hate, must be stirring 
within me in order to poetize success- 
fully. And this cannot be compre- 
hended by delicate and discreet people ; 
this low Roman populace even ven- 
ture to caU me a coquette, only because 



I constantly need a new glow, and be- 
cause I constantly seek new emotions 
and new inspirations for my muse." 

Love, then, for the improvisatrice Go- 
rilla, was nothing more than a strong 
wine with which she refreshed and 
strengthened her fatigued poetic powers 
for renewed exertions ; it was in a man- 
ner the tow which she threw upon the 
expiring fire of her fantasy, to make it 
flash up in clear and bright flames. 

It was only in this way that she loved 
Carlo, and wept for him, except that in 
this case her love had been of a longer 
duration, because it was "he who gave 
up and left her I That was what made 
her hatred so glowing, that was what 
made her seek the life of the woman for 
whom Carlo had deserted her. 

" This is a new situation," said she, 
" which I am called to live through and 
to feel. But a poetess must have expe- 
rienced all feelings, or she could not 
describe them. For my part, I do not 
believe in the revelations of genius — ^I 
believe only in experiences. One can 
describe only what one has felt and ex- 
perienced. Whoever may attempt to 
describe the flavor of an orange, niust 
first have tasted it ! " 

That this attempt to mm*der Katalie 
had failed, was to her a matter of little 
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moment. She Lad experienced the 
emotion of it, and jnst the same would 
it have been a matter of indifference to 
her had the dagger pierced Natalie^s 
breast — she was snflSciently a child of 
the South to consider a murder as only 
a venial sin, for which the priest could 
grant absblution. 

There was only one thing which ex- 
clusively occupied Gorilla, following and 
tormenting her day and night, and that 
If as her poetic fame. She desired that 
her name should stand high in the 
world, glorified by all Europe, and for 
this purpose she desired above all things 
to be crowned as a poetess in the capi- 
tol of the holy city ; for this fame she 
would willingly have given many years 
of her life. 

That was the aim of all her efforts, 
and how much would she not have 
borne, ventured, and suffered for its at- 
tainment ! How many intrigues were 
planned, how much cunning and dis- 
simulation, flattery, and hypocrisy, had 
been employed for that purpose, and 
all, all as yet in vain ! 

Therefore it was' that Gorilla now 
wept, and with occasional outbreais of 
passionate exclamations violently paced 
her room. Her cheeks glowed, her 
eyes flashed — she was very beautiful in 
this state of excitement. That she 
must I^ave acknowledged to herself as 
her glance accidentally encountered her 
own face in the glass. 

With a smile of satisfaction she re- 
mained standing before the mirror, and 
almost angrily she said : 

" Ah, why I am now alone, why does 
no one see me in my beautiful glow ? 
M5r face might now produce some effect. 



and gain me friends I Why, then, am I 
now alone ? " 

But it seems that Gorilla had only to 
express a wish in order to see it sud- 
denly fulfilled ; for the door was at that 
moment opened, and a servant an- 
nounced Gount Alexis Orloff. 

Gorilla smiled with delight, and let 
that smile remain upon her lips, as she 
very well knew it was becoming to her, 
and that she had conquered many hearts 
with it ; but secretly her heart throbbed 
with fear, and timidly she asked herself, 
^' What can that Bussian count want of 
me?" 

^ But with a cheerfhl face she advanced 
to receive him : she seemed not to re- 
mark that a dark cloud lay upon his 
brow, andr that his features bore an 
almost threatening expression. 

"He is a barbarian,'* thought she, 
"and barbarians must be treated dif- 
ferently from other men. I must flat- 
ter this lion, in order to fetter him I " 

"It is a serious matter that brings 
me to you, signora," said Alexis, gloom- 
ily. 

"A serious matter?" she cheerfully 

asked. "Ah, then I pity you, count 
It is difficult to speak with me of serious 
matters I " 

"You rather do them 1 " said Alexis, 
carelessly throwing himself upon a 
divan. " You would not play with such 
serious things as, for instance, a dagger, 
and therefore you hurl it from you, al- 
together indifferent whether you there- 
by quite accidentally pierce the heart 
of another." 

"I do not understand you, count," 
said Gorilla, without embarrassment, 
but at the same time she looked at him 
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with such a channiDg and enticing 
expression, that Alexis involuntarily 
smiled. 

"I wDl make myself intelligible to 
you," said he, in a milder tone. ** You 
must understand, that I know you. Go- 
rilla. That assassin who followed the 
Princess Tartaroff at the festival of Car- 
dinal Bernis, was employed by you, 
Signora Maddalena Morelli Fernandez, 
caUed Gorilla ! " 

"And what if it were true, Signer 
Alexis Orloff, called the handsome 
Northern Hercules ? " asked she, roguish- 
ly imitating his grave seriousness. " If 
it were really true, what further ? " 

Alexis looked in her face with au ex- 
pression of astonishment. " You are 
wonderfully bold I " said he. 

" N^one but slaves are without cour- 
age I" responded she. "Freedom is 
the mother of boldness I " 

"You do not, then, deny the hiring 
of that bravo?" 

" I only deny your right to inquire," 
said she. 

" I have a right to it," he responded 
with vehemence. "This Princess Tar- 
taroff is a subject of the Empress of 
Russia, my mistress, who watches over 
and protects all her subjects with ma- 
ternal tenderness." 

"That good, tender empress I" ex- 
claimed Gorilla, with an ambiguous 
smile. " But in order properly to watch 
and preserve all her children and sub- 
jects, she should keep them in her own 
country. Take this Princess Tartaroff 
with you to Russia, and then she will 
be safe from our Italian daggers. Take 
her with you; that will be the best 
way I " 

18 



"You, then, very heartily hate this 
poor little princess?" asked Alexis, 
laughing. 

" Yes," said she, after a short reflec- 
tion, "I hate her. And would you 
know why, signer ? Not for her beau- 
ty, not for her youth, but for her tal- 
ents ! And she has great talents ! Ah, 
there was a time when I hated her, al- 
though I knew her not. But now, now 
it is different. I now not only hate, but 
fear her I For she can rival me, not 
only* in love, but in fame I Ah, you 
should have seen her on that evening ! 
She was like a swan to look at, and her 
song was like the dying strains of the 
swan. And all shouted applause, and 
all the women wept ; indeed, I myself 
wept, not from emotion, but with rage, 
with bitterness, for they had forgotten 
me — ^forgotten, for this new poetess; 
they overwhelmed her with flatteries, 
leaving me alone and unnoticed I And 
yet you ask me if I hate her I " 

Quite involuntarily had she suffered 
herself to be carried away by her own 
vehemence, her inward glowing rage. 
With secret pleasure Gount Orloff read 
in her features that this was no comedy 
which she thus iny;)rovised, but was 
truth and reality. 

" If you so think and feel," said he, 
"then we may soon understand each 
other, signora. A real hatred is of as 
much value as a real love ; indeed, often 
of much greater. One can more safely 
confide in hatred, as it is more endur- 
ing. I will therefore confide in you, 
signora, if you will swear to me to be- 
tray no word of what I shall tell you." 

" I swear it I " was Gorilla's response. 

"Listen, then I This Princess Tar- 
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taroff is an impostor ; no princely blood 
flows in her veins, and if she gives her- 
self out to be a princess, it is becaase 
she therewith connects plans of high- 
treason. More I need not say to yon, 
except that my illustrious empress has 
charged me to bring this fraudulent 
princess to her at St. Petersburg, that 
she may there receive her punishment I 
This I have sworn to do, and must re- 
deem my promise to transport her from 
here, without exciting attention, and 
without subjecting her to any personal 
injury. Do you now comprehend why 
I come?" 

" I comprehend," said Gorilla. "An 
empress would avenge herself, and 
therefore a poor poetess must forego 
her own little private revenge I But 
how, if I should not believe a word of 
this long story ; if I should consider it a 
fjEible invented by you to assure the 
safety of your princess ? " 

" That you may be compelled to be- 
lieve it, listen further to me." 

And Alexis Orloff spoke long and 
zealously to her, affording her a glance 
into his most secret intrigues, into his 
finely-matured plans, while Gorilla fol- 
lowed him with intense expectation 
and warmly-glowing cheeks. 

" I comprehend it all, all ! " said she, 
when Alexis had finally ended ; " it is a 
deep and at the same time an infernal 
plan — a plan which must excite the 
envy and respect of Satan himself! " 

"And yourself?" laughingly asked 
Alexis. 

"Oh, I," said she — "I belong, per- 
haps, to the family of devils, and there- 
fore take pleasure in aiding you I You 
need a negotiator who has a wide con- 



science and an eloquent tongue ! I can 
furnish you with such a one. Ah, that 
will make a droll story. Said you not 
that the singer Garlo watdied this gold- 
en treasure like a dragon? Well, it 
shall be his brother who shall contend 
with this dragon. His own brother- 
will not that be pleasant, count? " 

" And are you sure of him ? " asked 
Gount Orloflf. "How if his brother 
should win him from us ? " 

" Have no anxiety ; this Garlo Eibas 
is so virtuous that he hates no one so 
much as his brother Joseph, merely he- 
cause he passed some years in the gal- 
leys for forgery. He is now free, and 
has secretly come here. As he was 
aware that I knew his brother, he came 
to me to beg for my countenance and 
support. I will send him to you." 

"And you will also not forget my re- 
quest, that you will in all societies speak 
of the great love which the Empress 
Gatharine cherishes for her near rela- 
tion, the Princess Tartaroff ? " 

" I will not forget it. In your hands, 
count, I lay my revenge— you will free 
me from this rival? " 

" That will I," said he, with an inhu- 
man laugh. " And when the work is 
completed, and you have faithfully stood 
by me, then, signora, you may be sure 
of the gratitude of the empress. Cath- 
arine is the exalted protectress of the 
muses, and in the fulness of her grace 
she will not forget the poetess Gorilla. 
You may expect an imperial reward."* 

" And I shall gratefully receive it," 
said Gorilla, vrith a smile. " A poetess 
is always poor and in want of assistance. 
The muses lavish upon their votaries all 
joys but those of wealth." 
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^^Ahl '^ exclaimed Oorilla, when the 
oonnt had left her, ^^ I shall m the end 
obtain all I desire. I shall not only be 
crowned with fame, but blessed with 
wealth, which is a blessing almost equal 
to that of fame I Money has already 
founded many a reputation, but not al- 
ways has fame attracted money to it- 
self I I shall be rich aa well as fa- 
mous ! ^ 

" That you already are I " exclaimed 
the Cardinal Francesco Albani, who, 
unremarked, had just entered the room. 

"I am not," said she, with vehe- 
mence, " for they refuse me the prize of 
fame ! Have you been with the pope, 
your eminence, and what did he 
say?" 

** I come directly from him." 

" Well, and what says he ? " 

" What he always says to me — no I " 

Oorilla stamped her feet violently, and 
her eyes flashed lightnings. 

" How beautiful you are now I " ten- 
derly remarked the cardinal, throwing 
an arm around her. 

She rudely thrust him back. " Touch 
me not," said she, " you do not deserve 
my love. You are a weakling, as all 
men are. You can only coo like a 
pigeon, but when it comes to action, 
then sinks your arm and you are pow- 
erless. Ah, the woman whom you pro- 
fess to love begs of you a trifling ser- 
vice, the performance of which is of the 
highest importance to her, the greatest 
favor, and you will not fulfil her request 
while yet swearing you love her I Go I 
you are a cold-hearted man, and wholly 
undeserving of Gorilla's love 1 " 

'*But," despairingly exclaimed the 
cardinal, " you require of me a service 



that it. is not in my power to perform. 
Ask something else, Oorilla — ^ask a hu- 
man life, and you shall have it I But I 
cannot give what is not mine. You de- 
mand a ]aurel-crowTl, which only the 
pope has the power to bestow, and he 
has sworn jthat you shall not have it so 
long as he lives ! " 

" Will he, then, live eternally ? " cried 
Oorilla, beside herself with rage. 

The cardinal gave her an astonished 
and interrogating glance. But his fea- 
tures suddenly assumed a wild and ma- 
licious expression, and violently grasp- 
ing Oorilla's hand, he murmured: 

" You are right 1 * Will he, then, live 
forever? ' Bah ! even popes are mortal 
men. And if we should choose for his 
successor a man better disposed toward 
you than — OoriUa," said the cardinal, 
interrupting himself, and, in spite of 
her resistance, pressing her to his bo- 
som — " Oorilla, swear once more to me 
that you will be mine, and only mine, 
as soon as I procure your coronation in 
the capitol I Swear it once more I " 

She gave him such a sweet, enticing, 
and voluptuous smile, that the cardinal 
trembled with desire and joy. 

" When you in the capitol adorn Oo- 
rUla with the laurel-crown, then will 
she vrillingly lay her myrtle-crown at 
your feet," said she, with a charming 
expression of maiden modesty. 

The cardinal again pressed her pas- 
sionately to his bosom. 

"You shall have the laurel-crown, 
and your myrtle-crown is mine I " he 
excitedly exclaimed. "You will soon 
see whether Francesco is a cold-hearted 
man I . Farewell, Oorilla I " 

Ajid with a hasty salute he left the 
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room. The astonished Gorilla dismissed 
hiTTi with a smile. 

'^ If it is to succeed at all, it can be 
only through him," said she. "Poor 



Francesco, he will bring me a full laurel- 
crown I And what can I give him in 
return? An exfoliated myrtle-crown, 
that is all I No heart with it I " 



-•♦♦- 



CHAPTEE XXXVI. 



THE HOLY CHAFFEBERS. 



Cabdinal Fbanoksco Albant, mean- 
time, hastened through the streets with 
the sprightliness of youth. He noticed 
neither the respectM salutations and 
knee-bendings of those he passed, nor 
their yidble shuddering and alarm when 
under the cardinal's hat they recog- 
nized the fierce and inhuman Francesco 
Albani. 

He stopped before the palace of Car- 
dinal Juan Angelo Braschi. The equi- 
page of the new cardinal was drawn up 
before his door. 

"Ah," gleefully remarked Albani, 
" he is therefore yet at home, and I shall 
meet with him I " 

Hastily entering the palace, and push- 
ing past the servant who would have 
preceded him, he entered the cardinal's 
cabiuet unannounced. 

"Be not troubled, your eminence," 
said Albani, with a smile, " I will not 
detain you long. I know your habits, 
and know that Signora Malveda usually 
expects you at this hour, because Car- 
dinal Bazzonico is not then with her I 
But I have something important to say 
to you. You know I am a man who, 
without forms and circumlocutions, al- 



ways come directly to the point. I do 
so now. You desire to be the succes- 
sor of Ganganelli?" 

Braschi turned pale, and timidly cast 
down his eyes. 

" Why are you shocked ? " cried Al- 
bani. "Every cardinal hopes and wishes 
to become the father of Christendom — 
that is natural ; I should also wish it for 
myself, but I know that that cannot be. 
I have permitted these lord cardinals, 
who, in the conclave, invoke the Holy 
Spirit, to look too much into my cards. 
I was not so prudent as you, Braschi, 
and therefore you are much the more 
likely to become God's vicegerent! 
"Would you not like to be pope, if Gan- 
ganelli should happen to die? And 
how high would you hold my voice — 
how much would it be worth to 
you?" 

"More than all I possess, infinitely 
morel" said the shrewd Braschi. 
"Were I sure of your voice, I might 
then have a definite hope of becomiog 
a pope; for your voice carries many 
others with it. How, then, can yon 
expect me to estimate what is inesti- 
mable?" 
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"Would you give me twenty thou- 
sand ?'' asked Albani.* 

" Threefold that-«um if I possessed it, 
but I have nothing I I am a very poor 
cardinal, as you well know. My whole 
property consists of six thousand scudi, 
and that trifling sum I dare not offer 



yon 
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"Borrow, then, of Signora Malve- 
da I " said Albani. " Cardinal Kezzpnico 
is rich and liberal. Let us speak di- 
rectly to the point. You would be 
pope, and I am willing to forward your 
views. How much will you pay ? " 

" If Signora Malveda will lend me four 
thousand scudi, I should then have ten 
thousand to offer you I " 

" Well, so be it I Ten thousand scudi 
will do, if you will add to it a trifling 
fevor," 

" N'ame it," said Braschi. 

" You know that Ganganelli opposes 
the crowning of our famous improvisa- 
trice, Gorilla, in the capitol. This is an 
injustice which Ganganelli^s successor 
will have to repair. Will you do it ? " 
, " Braschi gave the cardinal a sly 
glance. "Ah," said he, "Signora Go- 
rilla seems to be less liberal than Sig- 
nora Malveda ? She will allow you no 
discbunt of her future laurel-crown, is 
it not so ? I know nothing worse than 
an ambitious woman. Listen, Albani; 
it seems that we must be mutually use- 
ful to each other ; I need your voice to 

♦ Gorani (vol. ii., p. 131) says of this cardinal: 
" He is ezcessiyely vindictive, and keeps in his 
pay many so-called In'avi^ to whom he deputes 
his vengeances. Miscreants find protection with 
him, and he admits them to his tahle, that they 
may always be in readiness to execute his bloody 
commands. With this cmelty he is also avari- 
cioas, and sells his protection ; whence his pal- 
ace serves as a reftige for bankrupts and mur- 
derers." 



become pope, and you need mine to be- 
come a favored lover. Very well, give 
me your voice, and in return I promise 
you a laurel-crown for Signora Gorilla, 
and eight thousand scudi for yourself 1 " 

" Ah, you would haggle I " contempt- 
uously exclaimed Albani. " You would 
be a very niggardly vicegerent of God I 
But as Gorilla is well worth two thou- 
sand scudi, I am content. Give me 
eight thousand scudi and the promise 
to crown Gorilla 1 " 

"As soon as I am pope, I will do 
both. My sacred word for it I Shall I 
strengthen my promise by swearing 
upon the Bible ? " 

Gardinal Albani gave t}ie questioner 
a glance of astonishment, and then 
broke out with a loud and scornful 
laugh. 

" You forget that you are speaking to 
one of your kind I Of what use would 
such a holy farce be to us who have no ' 
faith in its binding power? No, no, 
we priests know each other. Such buf- 
foonery amounts to nothing. One writ- 
ten word is worth a thousand sworn 
oaths! Let us have a contract pre- 
pared — ^that is better. We will both 
sign it I " : 

" Just as you please I " said Braschi, 
with a smile, stepping to his writing- 
desk and rapidly throwing some lines 
upon paper, which he signed after it 
had been carefully read by Albani. 

" At length the business is finished," 
said Albani. " Now, Gardinal Braschi, 
go to your signora, and surprise, her 
with the news that she holds in her 
arms a pope in spe. Pope Glement will 
soon need a successor ; he must be very 
ill, the poor pope I " 
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So speaMng, lie took leave of the fu- 
ture pope with a friendly nod, and de- 
parted with as muoh haste as he had 
come. 

"And now to these pious Jesuit 
fathers I" said he, stepping out upon 
the grass. "It was very prudent/ in 
me that I went on foot to Gorilla to- 
day. Our cursed equipages hetray 
every thing ; they are the greatest of 
chatterboxes I How astonished these 
good Bomans would he to see a cardi- 
nal's carriage before these houses of the 
condemned 1 No, no, strengthen your- 
selves for another eflfbrt, my reverend 
legs I Only yet this walk, and then you 
will have rest." 

And the cardinal trudged stoutly on 
until he reached the Jesuit college. 
There he stopped and looked cautiously 
around him. 

"This unfortunate saintly dress is 
also a hinderance," murmured he. 
"Like the sign over a shop-door it pro- 
claims to all the world : * I am a cardi- 
nal. Here indulgences, dispensations, 
and God's blessings are to be soldi 
Who Tvill buy, who will buy?' I dare 
not now enter this scouted and repu- 
diated sacred house. I might be re- 
marked, suspected, and betrayed. Go- 
rilla, dear, beautiful woman, it costs me 
much pains and many efforts to conquer 
you ; will your possession repay me ? " 

The cardinal patiently waited in the 
shadow of a taxus-bush until the street 
became for a moment empty and soli- 
tary. Then he hastened to a side-door 
of the building, and, sure of being un- 
observed, entered. 

A deep and quiet silence pervaded 
these long and deserted cloister-pas- 



sages. It seemed as if a death-veil lay 
upon the whole building, — as if it were 
depopulated, desolated. N'owhere the 
least trace of that busy, stirring life, 
usually prevailing in these corridors — 
no longer those bands of scholars that 
formerly peopled these passages — the 
doors of the great school-room open, 
the benches unoccupied, the lecturer's 
chair, from which the pious fathers 
formerly with such subtle wisdom ex- 
plained and defended their dangerous 
doctrines, these also are desolate. The 
reign of the Jesuits was over ; Ganga- 
nelli had thrust them from the throne, 
and they cursed him as their murder- 
er I He had suppressed their sacred 
order, he had commanded them to lay 
aside their peculiar costume and adopt 
that of other monkish orders, or the 
usual dress of abb6s. But from their 
property he had not been able to expel 
them in this college 77 J€»w — within 
their cloisters his power had not been 
able to peneti'ate. There they re- 
mained, what they had been, the holy 
fathers of Jesus, the pious defenders of 
craft and Ghristian deception, the cun- 
rnng advocates of regicide, the proud 
servants of the only salvation-dispensing 
Church I — ^there, with rage in their 
hearts, they meditated plans of ven- 
geance against this criminal pope who 
had condemned them to a living death ; 
who, like a wicked magician, had 
changed their sacred college into an 
open grave ! He had killed them, and 
he, should he nevertheless live ? 

With these fatal questions did the 
holy fathers occupy themselves, reflect- 
ing upon them in their gloomy leisure, 
and in Iot^ whisperings consulting with 
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their prior. And in such secret oonsnl- 
tation did Cardinal Franoesco Albani 
find the prior with Ms confidant in the 
refectorinm. 

"Do not let me disturb yon," lie said, 
laughing ; " I see by your faces yon are 
engaged in conversation upon the sub- 
ject in which I yesterday took a part. 
That is very well — we can resume it 
where we yesterday broke of^ and again 
knot the threads which I yesterday so 
violently rent With which knot shall 
^e begin ? " 

The eyes of the pious Jesuit father 
:fiashed with joy. Francesco Albani 
was inclined to favor their plans and 
wishes ; they saw that in his cunning 
smile, in his return to them. 

('We were speaking of the sacred and 
important duty you will have to per- 
form to-morrow, your eminence," said 
the prior, with a winning smile. 

"Ah, yes, I remember," said the car- 
dinal, with apparent indifference. " We 
spoke of the to-morrow's communion 
of his holiness the pope." 

"And of the fact that you, your emi- 
nence, would to-morrow have to dis- 
charge the important duty of pouring 
the sacred wine into the golden chalice 
of the vicegerent of God," said the prior. 

"Yes, yes, I now remember it all," 
said Albani, with a smile. " You spoke 
to me of a wonderful flask of wine, 
which, by means of the golden tube, you 
would gladly help to the honor of being 
drunk by his holiness from the commun- 
ion chalice." 

"It is so precious a wine that only 
the vicegerent of God is worthy of wet- 
tbig his lips with it. It must touch the 
lips of no othe(r mortal 1 " 



" I know such a wine," said Albani ; 
" it thrives best in the region of Naples,* 
and whoever drinks of it becomes a par- 
taker of eternal blessedness." 

" Yes, you are right, it is a wonder- 
fully strengthening wine!" said the 
prior, folding his hands and directing 
his eyes toward the heavens. "We 
thank God that He has left us in posses- 
sion of so precious an essence! The 
pope, they say, is suffering, and needs 
strengthening. See how closely we 
follow the teaching of Him whose name 
we bear, and who has commanded, 
*Love your enemies, bless those who 
curse you I ' Instead of avenging our- 
selves, we would be his benefeictors, 
and refresh him with the most precious 
of what we possess ! " 

"And you would be so unselfish as 
to keep from him all knowledge of your 
benevolencJe, you would bless him quite 
secretly ! But how if I should betray 
you, and communicate your precious 
secret to his holiness the pope? Yes, 
yes, I shall open my mouth and speak, 
unless I am prevented by a golden lock 
put upon my lips." 

"We shall willingly apply such a 
lock! " said the pleased prior. 

" But, that it may entirely close my 
mouth, the lock will need to be very 
heavy ! " responded Albani, with a 
laugh. 

" It is so — ^it weighs six thousand 
scudi ! " said the prior. 

" That is much too light ! " exclaimed 
Albani, laughing ; " it will hardly cover 
my mouth. It stiU remains that I am 
to undertake a very hazardous affair. 

*The celebrated poiBon, Acqua TqfanOt ifl 
prepared only In Naples. 
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Reflect, if anyone should discover my 
possession of this strange wine ; if Gan- 
ganelli should perceive that it is not 
wine from his own cellar that I have 
poured into the cup for him 1 It is dan- 
gerous work that you would assign to 
ihe, a work for which I might lose my 
head, and you venture to oflfer me a 
poor six thousand scudi for it 1 Adieu, 
then, pious fathers, keep you your gold- 
en lock, and I my unclosed lips. I 
shall know whftn and where to speak I " 
And the cardinal moved toward the 



door. Hastening after him, the prior 
handed him a small flask, the contents 
of which were dear and pure as crystal 
water, timidly and anxiously whisper- 
ing, " Ten drops of this in Ganganelli's 
communion wine, and ten thousand 
scudi are yours ! " 

'^Give the ten thousand scudi at 
once ! " said Alhani, with decision. 

"And the drops?" 

"The pope's wine is too strong; I 
will reduce it a little with this pure 
water.* 



■♦♦♦- 
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CHAPTEE XXXYIL 

SIO TRANSIT GLORIA MUNDlI" 



On the following day there was a 
solemn high office in St. Peter's. All 
Borne flocked there, to see this great 
and touching spectacle. A dense crowd 
thronged the streets, and all shouted 
and cried when the pope, surrounded 
by his Swiss guard, appeared in their 
midst in his gilded arm-chair, and re- 
ceived the greetings of the people with 
a bland smile. 

Toward St Peter's waved the human 
throng, and to St. Peter's the pope was 
borne. The features of Ganganelli had 
an expression of sadness, and as he now 
glanced down upon the thousands of 
his subjects who, shouting, followed 
him, he asked in his heart, "Who 
among you will be my murderers ? And 
how long will you yet allow me to live ? 



Ah, were I yet the poor Franciscan 
monk I was, then no one would take 
the pains to assassinate me. Why, then, 
does the world, precisely now, seem so 
fair to me, now, when I know that I 
must leave it so soon ? " And the pope 
shed a secret tear while, surrounded by 
royal splendor, he imparted his blessing 
•to the thousands who reverently knelt 
at his feet. 

The bells rung, the organ resounded, 
the wide halls of St. Peter's were pene- 
trated by the marvellous singing of the 

♦ The poison, Acgnia Tqfana, is puite and dear 
as water, withont taste or smell. It is prepared 
from opimn and Spanish flies, combined with 
some other ingredients, which, however, are 
only known to the makers of it. That the Acqua 
7\ifana is made from the foam sometimes found 
npon the lips of the dying, is an idle tale. Alles- 
sandro Borgia was the first to bring it into use. 
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Sistine chapel. Thousands and thon- 
sands of wax tapers lighted the nohle 
space of the church, thousands and 
thousands of people pressed into the 
sacred halls. Under his canopy, oppo- 
site the high altar, sat the vicegerent 
of God upon his golden throne, sur- 
rounded hj the consecrated cardinals 
and bishops, protected by the Swiss 
guard K "Who could have ventured to 
attack the holy father — who would have 
been so foolhardy as to attempt to pene- 
trate that thick wall of Swiss guards 
fttxd princes of the Church — who could 
hsLYQ been successful in such an at- 
tempt? jN"o human being 1 But where 
the people could not penetrate, where 
there was no room for the swinging of 
a dagger, there the malignant poison 
lurked unseen I 

Ganganelli sat upon his golden throne, 
intoxicated by the clang of the organ 
and charmed by the siuging of the high 
choir, and the pope, looking down upon 
the human crowd, again asked himself : 
** Who among you are my murderers ? " 
The singing ceased, the organ was 
silent, and only the solemn tones of 
all the bells of .St. Peter's resound- 
ed through the church. A death-like 
stillness else ; the people lay upon their 
knees and crossed themselves; before 
the altar kneeling priests murmured 
prayers. 

It was a solemn, a sublime moment, 
for the pope must now receive the com- 
munion — the vicegerent of God must 
drink the blood of the Lamb. But still 
the pope. remains sacred; he cannot, 
like other mortals, make use of his 
earthly feet; he must not like them ap- 
proach the altar. Sitting upon his 



throne, he has partaken of the holy wa- 
fer, and, as it was unbecoming his dig- 
nity to descend to the altar in order to 
come to Christ, the latter must decide 
to come to him ! 

The golden chalice at the high altar 
contains the blood of the Lamb; the 
Cardinal iE^rancesoo Albani performs the 
holy office. He has blessed the host, 
and under his consecrated hand will 
now be effected the miracle of turning 
the wine into the blood 'of Christ ! 

And Cardinal Albani lays the golden 
tube in the cup, and another cardinal 
passes the other end of the tube to the 
pope. 

Through this sacred tube will he ap 
the consecrated wine, the blood of the 
Redeemer 1 

Bushing and thundering recommen- 
ces the high office, the trumpets renew 
their blasts, the drums roll, the bells 
ring, the organ rattles its song of jubi- 
lee, the trombones crash in unison. It 
is the greatest, most sublime moment 
of the whole ceremony. The pope hav- 
ing put the golden tube to his lips, sips 
the wine changed into blood. 

While the pope drinks, the two cardi- 
nals who to-day are on service approach 
the sacred throne. They hold a torch in 
the right hand, and a small bundle of 
tow in the lefb, and, according to the 
custom, set the tow. on fire. 

It flashes up in a bright flame, is soon 
extinguished, and a small, almost im- 
perceptible quantity of ashes floats from 
it to the feet of the pope. 

^^ Sic transit gloria mundi/^^ (So 
passes the glory of the world I) ex- 
claimed Francesco Albani, with proud 
presumptuousness and with maliciously- 
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Bcornful glances, wbUe witb an expres- 
sion of savage triumph he stares in the 
paling face of the pope. " 8io transit 
gloria mundif'* repeated Alboni, in a 
yet louder and more thundering voice. 
The bells ring, the hymn resounds, 
the trombone and organ clang ; the au- 
dience are on their knees in prayer. A 
bustle arises, a suppressed murmur — the 



holy father of Christendom has fainted 
upon his throne like any common mor- 
tal m$n. 

He has had a vision, the poor pope I 
It seemed to him that he had seen the 
face of his murderer, and, as his sen- 
tence of death, resounded the scoffing 
words of Albani: "/SikJ trarmt gloria 
mundi ! " 



-•♦♦- 



OHAPTEE XXXYIII. 



THE VAPO. 



SuroE Paulo had left her, and she 
found herself alone, Natalie felt sad, sol- 
itary, in the paradise that surrounded 
her. No longer did she sing in emula- 
tion of the birds, no longer did she hop 
with youthful delight and the impetuos- 
ity of a young roe through the charm- 
ing alleys. Sadly, and with downcast 
eyes, sat she under the myrtle-bush by 
the murmuring fountains, and frequent 
heavy sighs heaved her laboring breast. 

" All is changed, all 1 " she often 
thoughtfully said to herself. " A great 
and telrible secret has been unveiled 
within me — ^the secret of my utter 
abandonment I I have no one on earth 
to whom I belong! Once I never 
thought of that. Paulo was all to me, 
my friend, my father, my brother ; but 
Paulo has abandoned me, I belong not 
to him, and hence I could not go with 
him. And who is left to me ? Carlo ! " 
she answered herself in a low tone. 



and with a melancholy smile. "But 
Carlo has not filled the void that Paulo's 
absence has left in my heart. At first I 
thought he could, but that was only a 
short deception. Carlo is good and 
kind, always devoted, always ready to 
serve me. He always conforms himself 
to my will, is all subjection, all obe- 
dience. But that is terrible, unbear- 
able I " exclaimed the almost weeping 
young maiden. "Who, then, shall I 
obey, before whom shall I tremble, when 
all obey me and tremble before me? 
And yet Carlo is a man. No," said she, 
qiiite low, " were he so, I should then 
obey him, and not he me ; then would 
he give me conmiands, and not I him I 
No, Carlo is no man — ^Paulo was sol 
Where art thou, my friend, my father? " 
And the young maiden yearningly 
spread her arms in the air, calling upon 
her distant friend with tender, low- whis- 
pered words and heart-felt longmgs. 
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Bnt the days slowly passed, and still 
no news came from him. Katalie 
dreamily and sadly sank deeper into 
herself; her cheeks paled, her step be- 
came less light and elastic. In vain did 
her tme friends, Marianne and Oarlo, 
exhaust themselves in projects and 
propositions for her distraction and 
amnsement. 

"Yd J shonld go into the world and 
amuse yourself in society, princess," 
said Oarlo. • 

" I hate the world and society," said 
Ifatalie. "People are all bad, and I 
ahominate them. What had I done to 
these people, how had I offended them 
eyen in thought, and yet they would 
have murdered me the very first time I 
appeared among them ? No, no, leave 
me here in my solitude, where I at least 
have not to tremble for my life, where I 
have Oarlo to guard and protect me." 

The singer pressed the proffered hand 
to his lips. 

'^ Then let us at least make some ex- 
cursions in the environs of Rome," said 
he. 

" No," said she, " I should every- 
where long to be back in my garden. 
Nowhere is it so beautiM as here. 
Leave me my paradise — why would you 
drive me from it ? " 

" Alas I " despairingly exclaimed Oar- 
lo, " you call yourself happy and satis- 
fied ; why, then, are you so sad ? " 

" Am I sad ? " she asked, with sur- 
prise. "No, Oarlo, I am not sad! I 
sometimes dream, nothing more? Let 
me yet dream I " 

" You will die," thought Carlo, and 
with an effort he forced back the cry of 
despair that pressed to his lips ; but his 



cheeks paled, and his whole form trem- 
bled. 

Seeing it, Natalie shook off her 
apathy, and with a lively sympathy and 
tender friendship she inquired the cause 
of his disquiet. She was so near him 
that her breath fanned his cheek, and 
her locks touched his brow. 

" Ah, you would kill me, you would 
craze me I " murmured he, sorrowfully, 
sinking down, powerless, at her feet. 

She looked wonderingly at him. 
" Why are you angry with me ? " she 
innocently said, "and what have I 
done, that you so wrongfully accuse 
me?" 

"What have you done?" cried he, 
beside himself, — the moment had over- 
come him, this moment had burst the 
bands with which he had bound his 
heart, and in unfettered freedom, in 
glowing passion, his long - concealed 
secret forced its way to his lips. He 
must at length for once speak of his 
sorrows, even if death should follow; 
he must ^ve expression to his torment 
and his love, even should Natalie ban- 
ish him forever from her presence I 

" What have you done ? "* repeated 
he. " Ah, she does not even know that 
she is slowly murdering me, she does 
not even know that I love Her ! " 

"Am I not to know ? " she reproach- 
fully asked. " Would you, indeed, have 
saved my life had you not loved me ? 
Oarlo, I am indebted to you for my life, 
and you say I murder you 1 " 

" Yes," he frowardly exclaimed, " you 
murder me I Slowly, day by day, hour 
by hour, am I consumed by this fright- 
ful internal fire that is destroying me. 
Ah, you know not that you are killing 
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me. And have you not destroyed my 
youthftil strength, and from a man con- 
verted me into an old, tremhlmg, and 
complaining woman? Is it not for 
your sake that I have fled the world, 
leaving behind me all it offered of fame 
and wealth and honor? Is it i^ot your 
fault that I have ceased to be a free 
man, to have a will of my own, and 
have become a slave crawling at your 
feet ? Ah, woe is me, that I ever came 
to know you I You are an enchantress, 
you have made me your hound, and, 
whining, I lie in the dust before you, 
satisfied when you touch me with your 
foot." 

At first, Natalie had listened to him 
with terror and astonishment ; then an 
expression of noble pride was to be 
read upon her features, a glowing flush 
flitted over her delicate cheeks, and 
with flashing eyes and a heaving bosom 
she sprang up from her seat. Proud as 
a queen she rose erect, the blood of her 
ancestors awoke in her ; she at this mo- 
ment felt herself free as an empress, as 
proud, as secure — and, stretching her 
arm toward the outlet of the garden, 
she said in a determined tone : '^ Go, 
Signor Carlo! Leave me, I teU youl 
We have no longer any thing in common 
with each .other I " 

Carlo seemed as if awakened from 
a delirium. Breathless, with widely- 
opened eyes, trembling and anxious, he 
stared at the angry maiden. He knew 
nothing of what he had said ; he com- 
prehended not her anger, only his in- 
finite suffering ; he was conscious only 
of his long-suppressed, long-concealed 
secret love. And, grasping Natalie's 
hands with an imploring expression, he 



constrained the young maiden, almost 
against her will, to remain and reseats 
herself upon the grassy bank before 
which he knelt. 

As he looked up to her with thos^ 
glowing, passionate glances, a maiden 
fear and trembling for the first time 
came over her, an anxiety and timidity 
inexplicable to herself I Her delicate, 
transparent cheeks paled, tears filled 
her eyes, and, folding her hands with 
a childishly supplicating expression, 
she said in a low, tremulous tone : 
" My God, my God I Have mercy upon 
me I I am a wholly abandoned, solita- 
ry orphan I Rescue me yet from this 
trouble and distress, from this terrible 
loneliness I " 

" Fear nothing, my charming angel," 
whispered Carlo, " I will be gentle as a 
lamb, and patient, very patient in my 
sorrow ; I have sworn it and wiU keep 
my oath I But you must hear me! 
You must, only this one time, allow me 
to express in words my love and my 
sorrow, my misery and my ecstasy. 
"Will you allow me this, my lily, my 
beautiful swan ? " 

He would have again grasped her 
hand, but she withdrew it with a proud, 
angry glance. 

"Speak on," said she, wearily lean- 
ing her head against the myrtle-bush. 
" Speak on, I will listen to you 1 " 

And he spoke to her of his love; he 
informed her of his former life, his pov- 
erty, his want, his connection with 
Gorilla, whom he had quitted in order 
to devote himself wholly to her, to 
obey, serve, and worship her all his 
life, and, if necessary, to die for her! 
" But you," he despairingly said, " you 
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know not love! Your heart is cold 
for earthly love; like the angels in 
heaven, you love only the good and the 
Bublime, you love mankind collectively, 
bnt not the individual Ah, Natalie, 
yon have the heart of an angel, hut not 
the heart of a woman I " 

The young maiden had half dreaming- 
I7 listened to him, her head leaned hack 
and her glance directed toward the 
heavens. She now smiled, and, with 
an inimitahle grace, laying her hand 
npon her hosom, said in a very low 
tone : " And yet I feel that a woman's 
heart is heating there. But it sleeps I 
Who will one day come to awaken it? " 
Carlo did not understand these low, 
whispered words; he understood only 
his own passion, his own consuming 
glow. And anew he commenced his 
love-plainings, described to her the tor- 
ments and fierce joys of an unreturned 
love, which is yet too strong and over- 
powering to he suppressed. And Na- 
talie listened to him with a dreamy 
thoughtfiilness. His words sounded in 
her ears like a wonderful song from a 
strange, distant world which she knew 
not, hut the description of which filled 
her heart with a sweet longing, and 
she could have wept, without knowing 
whether it was for sorrow or joy. 

" Thus, Natalie," at length said Carlo, 
entirely exhausted and pale with emo- 
tion — "thus love I you. You must 
sometime have learned it, and have 
known that even angels cannot mingle 
with mortals unloved and unpunished. 
I should finally have heen compelled to 
tell you that you might torture no longer 
in cruel ignorance ; that you, learning to 
understand your own heart, might tell 



me whether I have to hope, or only to 
fearl" 

" Poor Carlo 1 " murmured Natalie. 
" You love me, hut I do not love you I 
This has even now become clear to me ; 
and while you have so glowingly de- 
scribed the passion, I have for the first 
time comprehended that I yet know 
nothing of that love, and that I can 
never learn it of you I This is a misfor- 
tune. Carlo, but as we cannot change, 
we must submit to it." 

Carlo drooped his head and sighed. 
He had no answer to make, and only 
murmuringly repeated her words : " Yes, 
we must submit to it I " 

" And why can we not ? " she almost 
cheerfully asked, with that childlike 
innocence which never once compre- 
hended the sorrow she was preparing 
for Carlo—" why can we not joyfully 
submit? We both love, only in a differ- 
ent manner. Let each preserve and 
persevere in his own manner, and then 
all may yet be well I " 

"And it shall bo well!" exclaimed 
Carlo, with animation. "You cannot 
love me as I love yqu, but I can devote 
my whole life to you, and that will I do I 
At home, in my charming Naples, a 
beautiful custom is prevalent. When 
one loves, he is adopted as a vapo, a pro- 
tector, who follows the steps of the one 
hb loves, who watches before her door 
when she sleeps, who secretly lurks at a 
distance behind her when she leaves her 
house, who observes every passer-by in 
order to preserve her from every mur- 
derous or other inimical attack, or in 
case of need to hasten to her assistance. 
Such a vapo protects her against the 
jealousy of her husband or the ven- 
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geance of a dismissed lover.* Natalie, 
as I cannot be yonr lover, I will be your 
'oapo. Will you accept my services ? " 

Giving him her hand, she smilingly 
said, " I wiU." 

Carlo pressed that hand to his lifs, 
and bedewed it with a warm tear. 

"Well, then, I swear myself your 
vopo,*' said he, with deep emotion. 
"Wherever you may be, I shall be 
near you, I shall always follow to 
warn and to protect you; should 
you be in danger, call me and you will 
find me at your side, whether by night 
or by day ; I shall always watch over 
you, and sleep at the threshold of your 
door, and should a dream alarm you, I 
shall be there to tranquillize you. So 
long as I live, !Natalie, so long as your 

* Archenliolz, " England and Italj,** vol v., 
p. 187. 



vapo has a dagger and a sure hand, so 
long shall misfortune Ml to penetrate 
into your dwelling. You cannot be 
mine, or return my love, but I can care 
for you and watch over you. In accept- 
ing me for your tjopo, you have given 
me the right to die for you if necessary, 
and that of itself is a happiness ! " 

Thus speaking, Oarlo rose, and, n<> 
longer able to conceal his deep emotion, 
and suppress his tears, he left Natalie, 
and hastened into the obscurest alleys 
of the garden. 

The young maiden watched his re- 
treat with a sad smile. 

"Poor Carlo I " murmured she, "and> 
ah I yet much poorer Natalie I He love» 
at least. But I, am I not much moretc^ 
be pitied ? I have no one whom I love* 
I am entirely isolated, and of what us» 
is a solitary paradise? " 
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CHAPTER XXXIX. 



THE INVASION. 



Gorilla had kept her word. She 
had sent to Alexis Orloff, Carious brother, 
Joseph Ribas, the galley-slave, and with 
a malicions smile she had said to the 
latter, "You wiU avenge me on yonr 
treacherous brother? " 

Count Orloff warmly welcomed Go- 
rilla's proUgL 

"If you give me satisfaction," said 
he, "you may expect a royal recom- 
pense, and the favor of the exalted Em- 
press of Eussia. First of all, tell me 
what you can do ? " 

"Not much," said Joseph Ribas, 

laughing, " and the little I can will yet 

be condemned as too much. I can very 

dexterously wield the dagger, and reach 

the heart through the back I Because I 

did that to a successful rival at Palermo, 

1 was compelled by the police to flee to 

I^aples. There a good Mend taught me 

how to make counterfeit money, an art 

which I brought to some perfection, 

and which I successfully practised for 

some years. But the police, thinking 

my skill too great, finally relieved me 

from my employment, and gave me free 

board and lodging for ten years in the 

galleys. Ah I that was a happy time, 

your excellency. I learned much in the 

galleys, and something which 1 can now 

turn to account in your service. I 



learned to speak the Russian language 
like a native of Moscow. Such a one 
was for seven years my inseparable 
friend and chain-companion, and as he 
was too stupid or too lazy to learn my 
language, I was forced to learn his, that 
I might be able to converse with him a 
little. That, your excellency, is about 
all I know : to wield the dagger, make 
counterfeit money, speak the Russian 
language, and some other trifling tricks^ 
which, however, may be of no service to 
your excellency." 

" Who knows ? " said Orloflf, laughing. 
" Do you understand, for example, how 
to break into a house and steal gold and 
diamonds, without being caught in the 
act?" 

"That," said Joseph, thoughtfully, 
"I should hope to be able to accom- 
plish. I have, indeed, as yet had no ex- 
perience in that line, but in the galleys I 
have listened to the soundest instruc- 
tions, and heard the experiences of the 
greatest master of that art, with the 
curiosity of an emulous student I " 

Orloflf laughed. " You are a sly fel- 
low," said he, " and please me much. 
If you act as well as you talk, we shall 
soon be good friends! Well, to-mor- 
row night you make your first essay. 
The business is an invadion." 
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**Aiid tbat shall be my master- 
piece 1 " responded Joseph Ribas. 

" If you succeed, I will, ia the name 
of my illustrious empress, immediately 
take you into her service, and you be- 
come an officer of the Russian marine/' 

Joseph Ribas stared at him with 
astonishment. '^That id certainly an 
immense honor and a great good for- 
tune," said he, " only I should like to 
know if the Russian marine engages in 
sea-fights, and if the officers are then 
obliged to stand under fire ? " 

" Yes, indeed," cried Orloff, laughing, 
" but in such cases yon can conceal your- 
self behind the cannon until the fight is 
over I " 

'* I shall remember your wise sugges- 
tion in time of need ! " seriously re- 
sponded Joseph Ribas, bowing to the 
count.* ** And where, your excellency, 
is to be the scene of my present activ- 
ity ? Where am I to gain my epaulets ? " 

"I will myself conduct you to the 
spot and show you the house where a 
rich set of diamonds and some thou- 
sands of scudi are lying in company 
with your epaulets I " 

" And as I have rather long fingers, I 
shall be able to grasp both the epau- 
lets and the treasure," laughingly re- 
sponded Ribas. 

* And, in fact, Bibas did remember it 1 At a 
later period, having become a BuBsian admiral, 
he was intrasted with the command of the flo- 
tilla which was to descend the Dannbe to aid in 
the capture of Eilla and Ismail. Bat daring 
the investment of Ismail (December SI, 1790), 
Bibas concealed himself among the reeds on 
the bank of the Danabe, and did not reappear 
nntil the danger was over and he coald in safety 
share in the booty taken by his sailors. Bat this 
cowardice and avarice of their admiral very 
nearly caused a mutiny among the sailors. It 
was not suppressed without the greatest efforts. 
(See '' M6moires Secr6tes sur la Bussie, par Mas- 
son," vol. iii., p. 881.) 



It was in the evening after this con- 
versation of Orloff with Joseph Ribas, 
a wonderfully brilliant evening, such as 
is known only under Italian skies. 

Natalie inhaled the soft air with de- 
light, and drank in the intoxicating 
odor of the flowers which poured out 
their sweetest fragranc^j^ the cool of 
the evening. She was oilr this evening 
unusually cheerful ; with a smiling brow 
and childish gayety, as in happier days, 
she skipped down the alleys, or, with 
her guitar upon her arm, reposed upon 
her favorite seat under the myrtle-bush 
near the murmuring fountains. 

" I am to-day so happy, ah, so hap- 
py," said she, "in consequence of' hav- 
ing dreamed of Paulo — in my dream he 
was near me, spoke to me, and that is 
a sure sign of his speedy return I Oh, 
certainly, certainly! In my dream he 
announced it to me, and I distinctly 
heard him say : ' We shall meet again, 
Natalie. I shall soon be with you 1 ' " 

"Ah, may this dream but prove 
time I " sighed Marianne, Natalie'a faith- 
ful companion. She was standing, not 
far from her mistress, with Carlo, and 
both were tenderly observing the young 
maiden, who now smilingly grasped 
her guitar and commenced a song of 
joy for Paulo's expected return ! 

" I have no faith in our count's re- 
turn ! ." whispered Marianne while Na- 
talie was singing. ^*It is a bad sign 
that no news, not a line, nor even the 
shortest message, has yet come from 
him. Something unusual, some great 
and uncontrollable misfortune, must 
have prevented his writing ! " 

"You do not think they have im- 
prisoned him ? " asked Carlo. 
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^'Ifear it," sighed Marianne. ''And 
if so, what fate then awaits onr poor 
princess? Helpless, alone, without 
means I For if the count is imprisoned, 
he will no longer he in a condition to 
send moDey, as he promised. And we 
now possess only a thpuisand scudi, with 
donbl,e that amount in diamonds I ?' 

"Then we are still rich enough to 
keep off deprivations for a time I " said 
Carlo. 

"But when at length these last re- 
sources are exhausted?" asked Mari- 
anne—" when we no longer have either 
money or diamonds— how then ? " 

"Oh, then," exclaimed Carlo, with a 
beaming face, "then will we lahorfor 
her! That also will he a pleasure, 
Marianne! " 

While the two were thus conversing, 
Jfatalie, with a happy smile and cheer- 
ftil face, was still singing her hymn of 
joy for Paulo's approaching return, to 
the accompaniment of the rustling 
trees, the murmuring fountains, and 
the chirping hirds in the myrtle-hush. 
It was a heautiful night, and as the 
bright full moon now advanced he- 
tween the pines, illuminating Natalie's 
face and form, the partially intoxicated 
and perfectly happy Carlo whispered : 
"Only look, Marianne! — does she not 
resemhle a hlessed angel ready to spread 
her wings and with the moonlight to 
mount up to the stars? — Only look, 
seems it not as if the moonheams ten- 
derly emhraced her for the purpose of 
leading an angel hack to its home ? " 

"May she, at least, one day, with 
such a happy smile, take her departure 
for the skies ! " sighed Marianne, pious- 
ly folding her hands. 



At this moment a shrill, cutting wail 
interrupted Natalie's song. A string 
of her guitar had suddenly snapped 
asunder; frightened, almost angry, Na- 
talie let the instrument fall to the earth, 
and again the strings resounded like 
lamentations and sighs. 

" That is a had' omen,'.' sighed Nata- 
lie. " How, if that should he true, and 
not my dream?" 

And, trembling with anxiety, the 
young maiden stretched forth her hands 
toward her friends. 

" Carlo, — Marianne," she anxiously 
said, "come here to me, protect me 
with your love from this mortal fear 
and anguish which has suddenly come 
over me. See, the moon is hiding he- 
hind the clouds. Ah, the whole world 
grows dark and casts a mourning-veil 
over its bright face I " 

And the timid child, clinging to Ma- 
rianne's arm, concealed her face in the 
bosom of her motherly friend. 

" And you call that an omen ! " said 
Carlo, with forced cheerfulness. " This 
time, princess, I am the fatum which has 
alarmed you I It is my own fault that 
this string broke. It was already in- 
jured and half broken this evening 
when I tuned the guitar, but I hoped 
it would suflBce for the low, sad melo- 
dies you now always play. Yes, could 
I have known that you would have so 
exulted and shouted, I should have re- 
placed it with another string, and this 
great misfortune would not have oc- 
curred." 

While^eaking, he had again attached 
the string and drawn it tight. 

"The' defective string is quickly re- 
paired, and you can recommence your 
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hymn of joy," he said, handing back the 
guitar to Katalie. 

She sadly shook her head. *'It is 
passed," said she, "I can exult and sing 
no more to-day, and have an aversion 
to this garden. See how black and 
threatening these pines rise up, and do 
not these myrtle-bushes re^mble large 
dark graves ? No, no, it frightens me 
here — I can no longer remain among 
these graves and these watchers of the 
dead I Oome, let us go to our rooms I 
It is night — we will sleep and dream I 
Oome, let us immediately go into the 
house." 

And, like a frightened roe, she fled 
toward the house, the others following 
her. 

In an hour all was silent in the villa. 
The lights were successively extinguish- 
ed in Natalie's and Marianne's cham- 
bers ; only in Carlo's little chamber yet 
burned a dull, solitary lamp, and occa- 
sionally the shadow of the uneasy sing- 
er passed the window as he restlessly 
walked his room. At length, however, 
this lamp, also, was extinguished, and 
all was dark and still. 

About this time a dark shadow was 
seen creeping slowly and cautiously 
through the garden. Soon it stood 
still, and then one might have supposed 
it to be a deception, and that only the 
wind shaking the pines had caused 
that moving shadow. But suddenly 
it again ^ appeared in a moonlighted 
place, where no bush or tree threw its 
shade, and, as if alarmed by the bright- 
ness, it then again moved aside into the 
bushes. 

This shadow came constantly nearer 
and nearer to the house, and, as the 



walks were here broader and lighter, 
one might distinctly discern that it was 
a human being, the form of a tall, state- 
ly man, that so cautiously and stealthi- 
ly approached the house. And what is 
that, sparkling and Hashing in his girdle 
— ^is it not a dagger, together with a 
pistol and a long knife ? Ah, a threat- 
ening, armed man is approaching this 
silent, solitary house, and no one sees, 
no one hears him I Even the two 
large hounds which with remarkable 
watchfulness patrol the garden during 
the night, even they are silent 1 Ah, 
where, then, are they? Carlo had him- 
self unchained them that they might 
wander freely — where, then, can they 
be? 

They lie in the bushes far from the 
house, cold, stiff, and, lifeless. Before 
them lies a piece of seductively smelling 
meat. That was what had enticed them 
to forget their duty, and, instead of 
growling and barking, they had with 
snuffling noses been licking this tempt- 
ing flesh. Their instinct had not told 
them it was poisoned, and therefore they 
now lay stiff and cold near the food that 
had destroyed them. 

No, from those hounds he had nothing 
more to fear, this bold, audacious man ; 
the hounds will no more betray him, 
nor wamingly announce that Joseph 
Hibas, the venturesome thief and gal- 
ley-slave, is lurking about the house to 
steal or murder, as the case may be. 

He has now reached the house. He 
listens for a moment, and as all remains 
still, no suspicious lUoise making itself 
heard, with pitch-covered paper, brought 
with him for the purpose, he presses in 
one of the window panes. Then, pass- 
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inf; his hand through the vacancy caused 
by the absent pane of glass, he opens 
one wing of the French window, and 
by a bold leap* springing upon the par- 
apet, he lets himself glide slowly down 
into the room. 

Again all is still, and silent lies the 
solitary, peaceful villa. Suddenly ap- 
pears a small but bright light behind 
one of these dark windows. 

That is the thief's lantern, which 
Joseph Ribas has lighted to illuminate 
his dark, criminal way. 

He cautiously ascends the stairs lead- 
ing to the second story, and not a step 
Jars under his feet, not one, nor does 
the slightest noise hetray him. 

He is now above, in the long corridor. 
Approaching the first door, he listens 
long. He hears a load breathing — some 
one sleeps within. With one sole quick 
movement he turns the key remaining 
in the lock. The door is now locked, 
and the sleeper within remains undis- 
turbed. Joseph creeps along to the 
next door, and again he listens to ascer- 
tain if there be anything stirring with- 
in. But no, he hears nothing I All is 
still behind this door. 

He draws a pistol from his girdle, 
cocks it, and, thus prepared to resist 
every attack, he suddenly opens the 
door. No one is in the room, no one 
but Joseph Ribas the thief, who, with 
flashing eyes, suspiciously and carefully 
examines every hole and corner. 

But no, no one is there. Calm and 
sure, Joseph Ribas steps into the room, 
drawing and bolting the door behind 
him. No one can now surprise him, no 
one can fall upon him from behind. 
But yes, there is also a door on each 



side, right and left. He listens at the 
first, he thinks he hears a light breath- 
ing ; here also he quickly shoves a bolt 
and passes over to the other door, which 
stands igar. Cautiously he pushes it 
open and looks in. A small, dull lamp 
is burning there, lighting the lovely 
face of the sleeping Princess Natalie. 

" That is she I " low murmured Ribas, 
as with eager glances he observes the 
young and charming maiden. He is 
drawn forward as if with invisible 
bands — he penetrates into this sacred 
asylum of the slumbering maiden. But 
he forcibly checks his advance. " I have 
sworn not to touch her, and I will keep 
my word, that I may secute my epau- 
lets I '' he muttered to himself, and, re- 
treating into the first chamber, he bolts 
the door, to make all sure, that leads 
into Natalie^s chamber. 

" Now to the work 1 " said he, with 
decision. " Here stands the bureau, the 
treasure must be here." 

And, placing the dark lantern upon a 
table, he draws forth his picklock and 
chisels, and commences breaking open 
the bureau. Right — his thievish in- 
stinct has not deceived him, he has 
found all, all. Here is the little box of 
sparkling diamonds, and here the full 
purses of money. 

With a knavish smile, Joseph Ribas 
conceals the brilliants in his bosom, and 
deposits the money in his capacious 
pockets. 

" It is a pity that this is not mine," 
he muttered, with a grin, " but toward 
this count I must act as an honorable 
thief, and I have promised to bring it 
all truly to him." 
' The work is completed, the malicious 
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orlminal act is performed. He can now 
go, can again creep away froin the 
r. honse his feet have soiled. 

Why goes he not ? Why does he lin- 
ger in these rooms? Why directs he 
such wild and eager glances to the door 
hehind which Natalie sleeps? 

He cannot withstand the temptation, 
and even at the risk of awaking' Nata- 
lie, he must see her once more I And, 
moreover, what had he to fear from an 
isolated yonhg girl? • He will only have 
one more look at her. Nothing more I 

He noiselessly pushes back -the bolt; 
noiselessly, npon^ tiptoe, with closed 
lantern, he creeps into the room and to 
Natalie's bedside. r 

She is wonderfully beaatiftJ, and she 
smiles in her slumber. ' How charming 
■is that placid face, that half-uncovered 
shoulder, that arm thrown up over her 
head, where it is half concealed under 
her.luxuriant locksl ' Wonderfully beau- 
tiful is she. i)afes he to touch that arm 
;and breiathe a kiss," a- very light kiss, 
upon' those .fra^aiit lips ? Why not ? 
No one sees him, nor will" Count Alexis 
Orloff -ever know that « his commands 
have been disobeyed. - • 

.But as he /bent down, 9s his breath 
cofues only in* light ' contact with her 
V cheek, she stirs 1 Maiden modesty never 
a}um]bers; it watches over, the' sleeping 
girl, it protects her. ^ It is her . good ge- 
nius who never deserts her, " i \ 

Drawing herself up, Natalie opfens 
her eyes and starts up from -her couch. 
Then' she sees ,a large, threatening mas- 
culine form close : before her, close be- 
fore her that wildly-laughing face. 

A shriek of anguish and terror bursts 
from her lips, and in a tone of alarm 



she calls : " Carlo, Carlo I Help I help ! 
Carlo ! Save^" 

More she did not say. With a wild 
rage, angry, and ashamed of his own 
folly, Joseph Ribas rushes upon her. 

" One more cry I "" he threateningly 
said — "one more call for help, and I 
will murder you I " 

But at this moment a small curtained 
door which* Ribas had not remarked^ 
and hence not fastened, wais snd^^nly 
opened, and Carlo rushed in. 

** I am here, Natalie I — ^I am here I ^^; 

■ ■' * 

Rushing' upon the' stranger,' and 
grasping him with gigantic stre^glh, 
he thrust. him down from the bed. 3* - 

Joseph Ribas turned toward his new 
and unexpected enemy. The lamp 
lighted his face, and falling back Carlo 
shrieked, " My brother I " 

Joseph Ribas broke out into ialou^ 
savage laugh. " " At length we meet, 
mybrpther^'^ said he. "Bit this time 
you shall not hinder me in my work. 
This time I son. the oonqneror I "• 
' " No^ no, that yoil are not ! ^ OTied 
Carlo, b6side himself 'with pain and 
rage. " Confess what you want in this 
house — confess, or you are a dead 
man] " ' : ■' ■ ^ k . . ^ ■ 

And with a drawn dagger he *pnahed 
upon his opponent I / . ^ ; ; • 

A frightful struggle -ensudd: Natfflie, 
in her night-driss^i pale as -a^lfly, knpelt 
upon her bed and prayed; . She had 
folded her hands over h^^reast, di- 
rectly over the place where the papers 
confided to her by Paulo, in a little 
silken bag, always hung suspended by 
a golden chain. • 

"Grant, O my God,'* prayed she — 
" grant that 1 may keep my promise to 
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Paolo, and that I may defond these 
japers with my life I " 

And the two brothers were still 
straggling and contending ; like two 
serpents they had coiled around each 
other, and held each other in their 
toils. 

"Mee, flee, Natalie! " groaned Carlo, 
with a weakened voice — "flee away 
from here I I yet hold him, you are 
yet safe I Flee I" 

But in this moment the maiden 
thought not of her own danger. She 
thought only of Carlo. Springing from 
her bed, with flashing eyes she boldly 
threw herself between the contending 
men. 

''No, no," said she, courageously, 
"I will not flee — ^I shall at least know 
how to die I " 

A shriek resounded from Carlo's lips, 
his arms relaxed and fell from his en- 
emy, leaving his brother free. 

"Ah, finally, finally!" gasped the 
panting Joseph. " That was an amus- 
ing carnival farce, my virtuous brother ! 
Farewell! I am this time triumphant! " 

With a wild leap he sprang to the 
door ; brandishing his bloody dagger in 
his right hand, he ran through the cor- 
ridor, down4he stairs, and out into the 
garden. 

" Saved ! " said he, breathing more 
freely. "I think this Russian will be 
satisfied with me ! I bring the money 
and the diamonds, and at the same time 
have effectually opened a vein for this 
troublesome protector! Ah, it seems 
to me I have very successfully put in 
practice my studies in the high-school 
of the galleys ! " 

And, humming a jovial song, Joseph 



Bibas swung himself into a tree close 
to the wall, and let himself down on 
the other side. 

Above, in Natalie's chamber. Carlo 
long lay stretched on the floor, pale, 
with the death-rattle in his throat. In 
a bright stream flowed the blood from 
the wound made by his brother's dag- 
ger. Natalie knelt by him. No teajr 
was in her eye, no lamentation escaped 
her lips. She seemed perfectly calm 
and collected in her excess of sorrow ; 
she only sought with her robe and her 
hair to cover Carlo's wound and stop 
the flow of blood. 

A happy smile played upon Carlo's 
blue lips. 

" I die," he murmured, " but I die for 
thee ! Thy vapo has kept his word, he 
has defended thee until his last breath! 
How good is God ! He lets me die in 
thy service!" 

" No, no, you must not die ! " cried 
Natalie, her calmness giving place to 
the wildest sorrow. "No, Carlo, you 
must live! Oh, say not that you die! 
Ah, you love me, and yet you would 
leave me alone ! Only live, and I also 
will love you. Carlo, as warmly and as 
glowingly as you love me ! Do but re- 
main with me and my heart, my life 
shall be yours ! " 

"Too late! too late!" murmured 
Carlo, with dying lips. "Remember 
me, Natalie — ^I have dearly loved you. 
I die happy, for I die in your arms ! " 

" No, no, you shall live in my arms ! " 
sobbed she. "I will be yours — ^your 
bride!" 

" Kiss me, my bride," he falteringly 
stammered. 

She bent over him, and with hers she 
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touched Ms lips, already stiffening in 
death. She laid her warm, glowing 
cheek to his cold and marble-pale face ; 
that full, fresh life pressed that which 
was cold and eziiiring to her bosom in 
an ardent struggle with death 1 In 
vain I 

Death is inexorable. What he has 
once tonched with his hand, that is past 
recovery, it is his. 

The blood no longer flowed from 
Carlo's wound, the breath no longer 
rattled in his throat — ^it was silent ; but 
a blessed smile still lay upon his lips. 
With this smile had he died, happy, 
blessed in the embrace of her he had so 
truly loved. 

When Marianne, after long and vain 
efforts to open the door, had finally 
managed, by tying her bed-clothes to- 



gether, to let herself down into the gar- 
den, and had thence hastened into the 
house, aijd up into Natahe's chamber, 
she found there all silent and still. 
Nothing stirred. Natalie lay in a death- 
like swoon. ' 

He, Carlo, already stiffened in death, 
and she, the senseless Natalie, with her 
head reclining against the marble face 
of her friend I 

Poor Natalie I Why must Marianne 
succeed in awaking thee from thy 
swoon ? Why did you hot let her con- 
tinue in her insensibility, Marianne? 
In sleep, she at least would not have 
realized that she was now left entirely 
alone, entirely abandoned, with no one 
to defend her against her cruel and art- 
ful enemies, of whose existence she 
never once dreamed I 



THE DAUGHTEB OF AN EMPRESS. 



215 



CHAPTER XL. 



INTEIGUES, 



OoTJNT Orlopp lay in a comfortable, 
careless position upon his divan, leisure- 
ly smoking his long Turkish pipe. Be- 
fore him stood Joseph Ribas, laughingly 
relating in his own comic manner the 
occurrences of the preceding night. 

"You are a wonderful man," said 
Orloff, when Joseph had finished. "You 
have honestly earned your epaulets, 
and to-day you will for the first time 
appear at my dinner-table as a Bussian 
ofl&cer. Ah, I prophesy a great future 
for you. You have the requisite skill 
and address to make your fortune. You 
are shrewd, daring, and you recoil from 
no means, finding them all good and 
useful when they forward your aims. 
"With such principles one may go far in 
this world, and Russia in fact offers you 
the best opportunity for bringing all 
these fine talents into use.^' 

"And, nloreover, I commenced my 
Russian career with a good omen," said 
Joseph. "I have placed a murder at 
the head of my Russian deeds I That 
is a promising commencement, is it not. 
Sir Count ? You must know that bet- 
ter than any one." 

"Indeed yes, I must best know that," 
said the count, laughing, and continual- 
ly stroking his long black beard. " By 
a fair and well-timed murder one can 
always make his fortune in Russia. A 



well-timed and well-executed murder is 
with us often rewarded with a barony 
and the title of count. Indeed, some- 
times with the highest and tenderest 
imperial favor and grace. Ah, a mur- 
der at the right moment is an excellent 
thing, only one must be quite sure of 
himself, and not fail of hitting the right 
man. An unsuccessful murder is a very 
bad, and, indeed, a very dangerous 
thing. I would have nothing to do with 
one, and never have had any thing to do 
with one. Whatever I have undertaken 
I have always boldly and successfully 
accomplished. The good Emperor Peter 
III. knew that, and consequently trem- 
bled when I, with Passeb and Bariatin- 
sky, entered his chamber. The good 
emperor I He did not tremble long, it 
was soon finished. Yes, yes, that wa^ 
a deed done at the right tim&, and 
therefore has the great Catharine, been 
so grateM to us, and honored us above 
all the illustrious grandees of her em- 
pire." * 

"My little opening murder has, in- 
deed, less significance," sighed Joseph, 
Ribas. "What was it but to help a 



* Of the tragic and horrible events connected 
with Catharine'B accoBBion to the throne, and of 
the strangulation of Peter, in which he took so 
active a part, Orloff spoke in Borne with the 
greatest freedom and evident pleasure.— Gorani, 
vol. ii., p. 28. 
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humble musician to the blessedness and 
harmonj- of the spheres !" 

"But that musician was your broth- 
er 1" 

Bibas shrugged his shoulders. " That 
is, he was so considered ; but in reality 
I believe he was only a half-brother. 
My mother, of blessed memory, had 
many little adventures, and I think Car- 
lo's birth was somewhat connected with 
them. Kor am I sure that it was not 
a- necessary work to kill him, as it was 
surely my duty to avenge my father's 
iiigured honor, which is all I have done I 
Upon these grounds has a good, honest 
priest this day given me absolution, and 
I now stand before you pure and sinless 
as a maiden ! "We can therefore begin 
anew, your excellency. Have you still 
any commands for me ? " 

"You now have a very noble and 
sublime part to play," said Orloff, laugh- 
ing. "You must now appear as the 
benefactor of our Russian princess, and 
as the mediating forerunner of my own 
person ! " 

" That will be indeed a charming r61e," 
said Eibas, rubbing his hands with de- 
light. "I shall admirably acquit my- 
self as benefactor and mediator. But 
^ve ipe some details, Sir Oount I " 

" You shall have them," said Orloff, 
"from the mouth of Stephano. — Ste- 
phanol" ■> 

The person called immediately ap- 
peared at the dopr of a side-room. 

" Stephano," said Orloff, " now to the 
work, friend. The courier who arrived 
to-day has brought us good news and 
fall powers. Oount Paul Raczinsky is 
sent to Siberia for high-treason — ^his 
property is confiscated and falls to the 



state. I have an unlimited power, signed 
by the empress herself, to seize and sell 
his possessions here in the name of the 
empress. Take with you some attor- 
ney and officers and go to this villa. 
But, first of all, help our little Joseph 
Ribas to 'his uniform and epaulets, that 
he may be properly costumed for a res- 
cuer and benefactor. And now, away 
with you I Instruct him well, Stephano. 
Ah, I should like to be present at this 
delightful comedy I " 

And Oount Orloff broke out into a 
hearty laugh. 

"This whole affair is very enter- 
taining and romantic," he said to him- 
self, as soon as he was alone. " I am 
truly very thankful to Catharine for 
intrusting it to me. I love the 'Adven- 
turous and romantic. Indeed, whom 
else could she have chosen for this busi- 
ness? I should like to know who would 
dare to enter the lists with me, the Rus- 
sian Hercules, and who would be so 
bold as to contend with me for this 
prize?" 

Thus speaking, he rose from the divan 
and stepped to the great Venetian mir- 
ror, before which he long remained at- 
tentively viewing himself. 

" Ahem 1 this tender Empress Catha- 
rine knows how to judge of manly beau- 
ty," murmured he, with a self-satisfied 
smile, " and I cannot blame her for so 
often giving me the preference over my 
brother Gregory. Besides, I shall first 
appear before this little Princess ITatalie 
in my antique dress. Catharine has 
often told me I was enchanting in my 
antique costume. Well, we will also let 
this enchantment work a little here. 
But first we must think of what is near 
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est to US. This Gorilla has rendered as 
a service, and we must be gratefiil. 
They say she loves diamonds. I shall 
therefore send her these diamonds which 
her eUve Joseph Ribas last night made 
the property of the Russian crown. 
And with them I will send a little billet, 
written with my own hand. Who 
knows but that this will give her more 
pleasure than the sparkling brilliants I '' 

In that, however, the handsome Count 
Orloff was mistaken. The poetess Go- 
rilla therein resembled to a hair the 
prima-donnas and heroines of the stage 
of the present day. She attached, a 
great value to diamonds, and knowing 
that Russia was very rich in gold ^d 
diamonds, she always had an especially 
bewitching smile for Russian grandees. 
Had Count Orloff come in person to 
bring the diamonds, she would undoubt- 
edly have more admired him, apparently 
been more pleased with his presence 
than with his costly gift; but, as he 
was not there, there was no necessity 
for dissimulation. 

She read Count Orloff's billet with 
a satisfied smile ; but soon laid it 
aside for the delight of examining the 
jewels. 

" How that shines, and how that spar- 
kles," said the exhilarated poetess ; ^^ not 
even a lover's eyes flash so brightly, nor 
is his smile so proud, so full of rich 
certainty, as the sparkling of these 
gems I They are enchanters, and a 
word from me can change these soli- 
tairea and rosettes into a beautiful villa, 
or into a fragrant park with silent ar- 
bors, intoxicating odors, and sweetly- 
singing birds. All that is promised me 
by these stones — a lover's promises do 



not express lialf so much. And only to 
think that it is Carlo, my former lover, 
to whom I am indebted for these dia- , 
monds! From love to him I wished to 
destroy Natalie, and that wish procured 
me the favor of the Russian count, and 
consequently these brilliants. Poor 
Carlo I these diamonds outlast you. 
How bright and beautiful were your 
glances that are now extinguished by 
death — ^but this cruel, inexorable death 
has no power over diamonds ! It can- 
not strangle these as thou wert stran- 
gled, poor Carlo! I shall remember 
thee this evening. Carlo, and hope the 
thought of thee may inspire me for a 
right beautiful improvisation on death ! 
I shall take pains still to bring to mind 
thy beautiful form overflowed with 
blood. Yes, it will inspire in me a very 
effective improvisation, and I will at the 
same time make a selection from my 
dear poets of some striking rhymes upon 
death and the grave. And when I have 
the rhymes, the thoughts and words 
will come of themselves. Rhymes, 
rhymes, these are the main thing with 
poets I " 

And while theimprovisatrice was thus 
speaking to herself she had mechani- 
cally adorned her person with the bril- 
liants, attaching the beautiful collar to 
her neck, the long pendants to her ears, 
and placing the splendid diadem upon 
her brow. 

She looked exceedingly beautiful in 
these ornaments, and consequently re- , 
joioed that her friend Cardinal Fran- 
cesco Albani came at this precise mo- 
ment. 

"He will be ravished ! " said she, with 
a smile, advancing to meet him with 
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the proud and imposing dignity of a 
qneen. . 

"You are beautiful as a goddess I*' 
exclaimed the cardinal, "and whoever 
sees you thus has seen the protecting 
divinitj' of ancient Rome, the sublime 
Juno, queen of heaven I " 

" Were I Juno, would you consent to 
be my Vulcan ? " roguishly asked Go- 
rilla. 

"No," saW Albani, laughing; "the 
noble Juno was not exactly true to her 
Vulcan, and I require a faithful love! 
Would you be that, Gorilla ? " 



"We shall see," said she, changing 
the arrangement of the diadem before 
the glass — "we shall see, my worthy 
friend. But forget not the conditions — 
first the lanrel-crown I " 

" You shall have it I " triumphantly 
responded the cardinal. 

"Are you certain of that?" asked 
Gorilla, with flashing eyes and glowing 
cheeks. 

Gardinal Francesco Albani smiled 
mysteriously. 

"Pope Ganganelli is ill," said he, 
" and it is thought he will die I " 
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OHAPTEE XLI. 



THE DOOMING LETTER. 



Gkoanhtg, supported by Ms faithful 
Lorenzo's arm, Pope Ganganelli slowly 
moved through the walks of his garden. 
Some months bad passed since the sup- 
pression of the order of the Jesuits — 
how had these few months changed poor 
Clement! Where was the peace and 
cheerfulness of his face, where was the 
sublime expression of his features, the 
firm and noble carriage of his body — 
where was it all? 

Trembling, shattered, with distorted 
features, and with dull, half-closed eyes, 
crawled he about with groans, hislbrow 
wrinkled, his lips compressed by pain 
and inward sorrow. 

Ko one dared to remain with him ; 
he spoke to no one. But Lorenzo was 
yet sometimes able to drive away the 
clouds from his brow, and to recall a 
faint smile to his thin pale lips. 

He had also to-day succeeded in this, 
and for the first time in several weeks 
had Ganganelli, yielding to his prayers, 
consented to a walk in the garden of 
the Quirinal. 

"This air refreshes me," said the 
pope, breathing more freely ; " it seems 
as if it -communicated to my lungs a re- 
newed vital power and caused the blood 
to flow more rapidly in my veins. Lo- 
renzo, this is a singularly fortunate day 
for me, and I wDl make the most of it. 



Oome, we will repair to our Franciscan 
Place I " 

"That is an admirable idea," said Lo- 
renzo, delighted. " If your holiness can 
reach it, you will recover your health, 
and all will again be weU." 

Ganganelli sighed, and glanced tow- 
ard heaven with a sad smile. 

" Health I " said he. " Ah, Lorenzo, 
that word reminds me of a lost para- 
dise. The avenging angel has driven 
me from it, and I shall never see it 
again." 

" Say not so I " begged Lorenzo, se- 
cretly wiping a tear from his cheek. 
" No, say not so, you wiU certainly re- 
cover I " 

" Yes, recover I " replied the pope. 
"For death is a recovery, and in the 
end perhaps the most real." 

They silently walked on, and, making 
a path through the bushes, they at 
length arrived at the place, with the 
construction of which Lorenzo had some 
months before surprised the pope, and 
which Ganganelli had since named the 
" Franciscan Place." 

"So," joyfully exclaimed Lorenzo, 
while the exhausted pope glided down 
upon the grass-bank — " so, brother 
Clement, now let us be cheerful I You 
know that here we have nothing more 
to do with the pope. You have your- 
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self declared that here you would be 
brother Olement, and nothing more; 
now brother Clement was always a 
healthy man, full of juvenile spirits and 
strength." 

" Ah, my friend," responded Ganga- 
nelli, " I fear the pope has secretly fol- 
lowed brother Clement even to this 
place, and even here no longer leaves 
him freel No, no, it is no longer 
brother Clement who sits groaning 
here, it is the vicegerent of God, the 
father of Christendom, the holy and 
blessed pope I And if you knew, Lo- 
renzo, what this vicegerent of God has 
to suffer and 'bear, how his blood like 
streams of fire runs through his veins, 
carbonizing his entrails and parching 
the roof of his mouth, so that the 
tongue fast cleaves to it, and he has no 
longer the power to complain of his 
misery I And such a crushed earth- 
worm this miserable, infatuated people 
6all the vicegerent of God, before whom 
they bow in the dust I Ah, foolish 
children, are you not yourselves dis- 
gusted with your masquerade, and do 
you not blush for this jest ? " 

"See you not," said Lorenzo, with 
forced cheerfulness, " that since you are 
here you have, against your will, again 
become brother Clement, and inveigh 
against God's vicegerent who holds his 
splendid court in the Vatican and Qui- 
rinal! Yos, yes, that was what brother 
Clement used to do in the Franciscan 
convent ; he was always scolding about 
the pope." 

" And yet he let men befool him and 
make a pope of him," said GanganeUi. 
" Ah, Lorenzo, they were indeed good 
purposes that decided me, and good 



and holy resolutions were in me when 
I bore this crown of St. Peter for the 
first time. Ah, I was then so young, 
not in years, but in hopes and illusions. 
I was so enthusiastic for the good and 
noble, and I wished to serve it, to honor 
and glorify it in the name of God ! " 

" And in the end you have done sol " 
solemnly responded Lorenzo. 

" I have wished to do so I " sighed 
GanganeUi, " but there it has ended. 
I have been hemmed in everywhere; 
wherever I wished to press through, I 
have always found a wall before me — a 
wall of prejudices, of ancient customs, 
once received as indifferent, and at this 
wall my cardinals and officials held 
watch, taking care that my will should 
be broken against it, and not be able to 
break through, in order to let in a little 
freedom, a little fresh air, into our 
walled realm I They have curbed and 
weakened my will, until nothing more 
of it subsists, and of my holiest resolu- 
tions they have made a scarecrow be- 
fore which foreign kings and princes 
cry murder, and prophesy the downfall 
of their kingdoms if I adhere to my in- 
novations. Ah, the princes, the prin- 
ces! I tell you, Lorenzo, it is the 
princes who have undermined the hap- 
piness of the world with their ideas of 
absolute power; they are the robbers 
of all mankind ; for freedom, which is 
the common property of all men, that 
have they, like regular lawless high- 
waymen, appropriated for themselves 
alone. They plundered the luck-pen- 
nies of all mankind, and coined them 
into money adorned with their like- 
nesses, and now all mankind run after 
this money, thinking : * If I gain that^ 
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then shall I have recovered my part of 
human happiness which once belonged 
to all in common I ' It has come to 
this, Lorenzo, through the rapacity of 
princes, and yet they still tremble upon 
their thrones, and fear that the people 
may one day awake from their stupid 
slumber, all rising as one man, and cry 
in the paling faces of their robbers : 
• Give back what you have taken from 
us — we will have what is ours; we re- 
quire freedom and human right; we 
will no longer remain slaves to tremble 
before a bugbear ; we will be free chil- 
dren of God, and have no one to fear 
but the God above us and the con- 
sciences within our own breasts I ' 
Come down, therefore, from your 
usurped thrones, become once more 
human — ^labor, enjoy, complain, and 
rejoice, as other men do ; live not upon 
the sweat of your subjects, but nourish 
yourselves by your own efforts, that 
justice may prevail in the world, and 
humanity regain its rights I " 

And Gdnganelli's eyes flashed, his 
sunken cheeks were feverishly flushed, 
while he was thus speaking. Lorenzo 
observed it with anxious eyes ; and when 
the pope made a momentary pause, he 
said : " You are again altogether the 
good and brave brother Clement, but 
even he should think about sparing 
himself!" 

" And to wh»t end should he spare 
himself?" excitedly exclaimed Ganga- 
nelli ; " Death sits within me and laughs 
to scorn all my efforts, burying himself 
deeper and deeper in my inward life. 
You must know, Lorenzo, that my cause 
of sorrow is precisely this, that I now 
live in vain, and that I cannot finish 



what I began I I wished to kiake my 
people happy and free ; that was what 
alarmed all these princes, that was an 
unheard-of innovation, and they have 
all put their heads together and whis- 
pered to each other, * He will betray to 
mankind that they have rights of which 
we have robbed them. He wishes to 
give back to mankind his inherited por- 
tion of the booty I But what wiU then 
become of us ? Will not our slaves rise 
up against us, demanding their human 
rights ? "We cannot suffer such innova- 
tions, for they involve our destruction I ' 
Thus have they cried, and in their anx- 
iety tljey have decided upon my death I 
Then they threw me in a crumb exactly 
suited to my dreams of improving the 
happiness of the people ; they all con- 
sented that I should relieve mankind 
from that dangerous tapeworm, Jesuit- 
ism, and with secret laughter thought, 
* It will be the death of him I ' And 
they were right, these sly princes, it 
will be the death of me I I have abol- 
ished the order of Jesuits — ^in conse- 
quence of which I shall die — but- the 
Jesuits will live, and live forever I " 

The echo of approaching footsteps 
was now heard, and, smking with 
fatigue, he directed Lorenzo to go and 
meet the intruder, and by no means to 
let any one penetrate to him. 

Eetmning alone, Lorenzo handed the 
pope a letter. 

"The courier whom you sent out 
some days since, has returned," said he. 
" This is his dispatch." • 

Taking the letter, with a sad smile, 
the pope weighed it in his hand. " How 
light is this little sheet," said he, " and 
yet how heavy are its contents! Do 
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you know what this letter contains, 
Lorenzo ? " 

" How can I ? A poor cloister broth- 
er is not all-knowing 1 " 

"This letter," said the pope, with 
solemnity, "brings me life or death. 
It is the answer of the learned physi- 
cian, Professor Branelli, of Bologna 1 " 

" You have written to him ? " asked 
Lorenzo, turning pale. 

" I wrote him, particularly describing 
my condition and my sufferings; in 
God^s name I conjured him to teU me 
the truth, and Brunelli is a man of 
honor; he will do itl Am I right, 
therefore, in saying that the contents 
of this letter are very heavy ? " 

Lorenzo trembled, and, grasping the 
pope''s hand, he hastily and anxiously 
said: "No, -read it not. Of what use 
will it be to learn its contents ? It is 
tempting' God to endeavor to learn the 
future in advance ! Let me destroy this 
fatal letter I " 

" Of what use is it to know its con- 
tents ? " asked the pope. " That I may 
either prepare for death, or resume a 
cheerful, hopeful life. Leave me, Lo- 
ren^ ; I must read this letter I " 

And, while HLs faithM servant re- 
spectfully stood back, GanganeUi broke 
the seal. 

A pause ensued — a long, excruciating 
pause I Lorenzo, kneeling, prayed — 
Pope GanganeUi read the letter of the 
physician of Bologna. His face had 
assumed a mortal pallor; while read- 
ing, his lips trembled, and tear-drops 
rolled slowly down over his sunken 
cheeks. 

Falling from his hand, the letter 
rustled to the earth; with hanging 



head and folded hands sat the pope. 
Lorenzo was still upon his knees, pray- 
ing. GanganeUi suddenly raised his 
head, his eyes were turned heaven- 
ward, a cheerful, God-given peace 
beamed from his eyes, and with a clear, 
exulting voice, he said: "Lord, Thy 
will be done I I resign myself to Thy 
holy keeping." 

" The letter, then, brings good news ? " 
asked Lorenzo, misled by the joyfulness 
of the pope. " There is, then, no ground 
for the presentiments of death, and the 
learned doctor says you will Hve? " 

" The life eternal, Lorenzo I " said 
GangauelU. " This letter confirms my 
suppositions I * BruneUi is a man of 
honor, and he has told me the truth. 
Lorenzo, would you know what signi- 
fies this consuming fire, this weariness 
and relaxation of my Umbs ? It is the 
effect of Acqua Tofana ! " 

Oh, my God I " shrieked Lorenzo, 
" you are poisoned I " 

" Irretrievably," calmly responded the 
pope ; " Brunelli says it, and I feel in 
my burning entrails that he speaks the 
truth." 

"And are there no remedies?" la- 
mented Lorenzo, wringing his hands. 
" No means at least of prolonging your 
life?" 

" There is such a means ; and Bru- 
nelli recommends it. The application 
of the greatest possib^ heat, the pro- 
duction of a continual perspiration, 
which may a little retard the progress 
of the evU, and perhaps prolong my 
life for a few weeks !• " * 

" Lorenzo, it is my duty to struggle 
every day with death. I have yet 

f Archenholz, vol. v., 1S7. 
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much to complete before I die, yet much 
labor before I go to my eternal rest, 
and, as far as I can, I must bring to an 
end what I have commenced for the 
welfare of my people I Come, Lorenzo, 
let us return to the Vatican ; set pans 
of coals in my room, procure me furs 
and a glowing hot sun 1 I would yet 
live some weeks I " 

With feverish impetuosity Ganga- 
nelli grasped Lorenzo's arm and drew 
him away. Then, suddenly stopping, 
he turned toward his favorite place. 

" Lorenzo," he said, in a low tone, 
and with deep sadness, "it was yet 
very pleasant in the Franciscan cloister. 
Why did we not remain there ? Only 
see, my friend, how beautifully the sun 
glitters there among the pines, and how 
delightfully this air fans U3l Ah, Lo- 
renzo, this world is so beautiful, so very 
beautiful 1 Why must I leave it so soon ?" 

Lorenzo made no answer; he could 
not speak for tears I 

Ganganelli cast a long and silent 
glance around him, greeting with his 
eyes the trees and flowers, the green 
earth and the blue sky. 

"Farewell, farewell, thou beautiful 
Nature ! " he whispered low. " We 
take our last leave of each other. I 
shall never again see these trees or 
this grassy seat. But you, Lorenzo, 
will I establish as the guardian of this 
place, and when you sometimes sit 
here in the still evening hour, then wiU 
you think of mel Now come, we 
must away. Feel you not this cool 
and gentle air ? Oh, how refreshingly 
it fans and cools, but I dare not enjoy 
it — not 1 1 This cooling cuts off a day 
from my life ! " 



And with the haste of a youth, Gan- 
ganelli ran down the alley. Bathed 
with perspiration, breathless with heat, 
he anived at the palace. 

"Now give me furs, bring pans of 
coals, Lorenzo, shut all the doors and 
windows. Procure me a heat that will 
shut out death — I " 

But death nevertheless came; the 
furs and coverings, the steaming coal- 
pans with which the pope surrounded 
himself, the glowing atmosphere he 
day and night inhaled, and which quite 
prostrated his friends and servants, aU 
that could only keep off death for some 
few weeks, not drive it away. More 
dreadful yet than this blasting heat 
with which Ganganelli surrounded 
himself, yet more horrible, was the fire 
that consumed his entrails and burned 
in his blood. 

Finally, withered and consumed by 
these external and internal fires, the 
pope greeted Death as a deliverer, and 
sank into his arms with a smile. 

But no sooner had he respired his 
last breath, no sooner had the death- 
rattle ceased in his throat, and no 
sooner had death extinguished the 
light of his^eyes, than the cold corpse 
exhibited a most horrible change. 

The thin white hair fell off as if 
blown away by a breath of air, the 
loosened teeth fell from their sockets, 
the formerly quietly smiling visage 
became horribly distorted, the nose 
sank in and the eyes fell out, the mus- 
cles of all his limbs became relaxed as 
if by a magic stroke, and the rapidly 
putrefying members fell from each 
other. 

The pope's two physicians, standing 
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near the bed, looked with terror upon 
the frightfal spectacle. 

" He was, then, right," murmured the 
physician Barbi, folding his hands, *^ he 
was poisoned. These are the effects of 
the Acqua To/ana ! " 

Salicetti, the second physician, 
shrugged his shoulders with a contemp- 
tuous smile. "Think as you will," 
sai^ he, " for my part I shall prove to 
the world that Pope Clement XIV. 
died a natural death." 

Thus saying, Salicetti left the cham- 
ber of death with a proud step, betak- 
ing himself to his own room, to com- 
mence his history of Gauganelli's last 
illness, in which, despite the arsenic 
found in the stomach of the corpse 
and despite the fact that all Borne 
was convinced of the poisoning of 
the pope, and named his murderer 
with loud curses, he endeavored to 
prove that Ganganelli died of a long- 
concealed scrofala I * 

And while Ganganelli breathed out 
his last sigh, resounded the bells of St. 
Peter's, thundered the cannon of Castle 
Angelo, and the curious people thronged 
around the Vatican, where the conclave 
was in solemn session for the choice of 
anew pope. Thousands stared up to 
the palace, thousands prayed upon 
their knees, until at length the doors of 
the balcony, behind which the conclave 
was in session, were opened, and the 
papal master of ceremonies made his 
appearance upon it. 

At a given signal the bells became 
silent, the cannon ceased to thunder, 
and breathlessly listened the crowd. 

♦ Archenholz, vol. v., p. 125; Goranl, vol. ii., 
p. 45. 



The master of ceremonies advanced 
to the front of the balcony. A pause 
— a silent, dreadful pause 1 His voice 
then resounded over the great square, 
and the listeners heard these words: 
" Habemus pont\ficem maximum Pium 
VI / " (We have Pope Pius VI.) 

And the bells rang anew, the cannon 
thundered, drums beat, and trumpets 
sounded; upon the balcony appeared 
the new pope, Juan Angelo Braschi, 
Pius VI., bestowing his blessing upon 
the kneeling people. 

As they now had a new pope, noth- 
ing remained to be done for the de- 
ceased pope but to bury him ; and they 
buried him. 

In solemn procession, followed by 
all the cardinals and high-church oflB- 
cials, surrounded by the Swiss guards, 
the tolling of the bells, and the doll 
rolling of the muffled drums, the solemn 
hynms of the priests, moved the funeral 
cortege from the Vatican to St. Peter's 
church. In the usual open coffin lay 
the corpse of the deceased pope, that 
the people might see him for the last 
time. As they passed the bridge of St. 
Angelo, when the coffin had reached 
the middle of the bridge, arose a 
shriek of terror from thousands of 
throats 1 A leg had become severed 
from the body and hung out of the 
coffin, swinging in a fold of the wind- 
ing-sheet. Cardinal Albani, who 
walked near the coffin, was touched on 
the shoulder by the loosely-swinging 
limb, and turned pale, but he yet had the 
courage to push it back into the coffin. 
The people loudly murmured, and 
shudderingly whispered to each other : 
" The dead man has touched his mur- 
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derer. They have poisoned him, our 
good pope I His members fall apart. 
That is the effect of Acqua Tofana^ * 

The inferoal work had therefore 
proved stLccessfnl, the vengeance was 
complete — Ganganelli was no more, 
and upon the papal throne sat Braschi, 
the friend of the Jesuits and of Cardinal 
Albani, to whom he had promised the 
crowning of the improvisatrice Gorilla. 
And as this cost nothing to the mi- 
serly Pope Pius, he this time found no 
inconvenience in keeping his sacred 
promise, though not so promptly as Go- 
rilla and the passionate cardinal desired. 
Not until 1776, almost two years af- 
ter Braschi had mounted the papal 
throne, took place the crowning of the 
improvisatrice in the capitol at Rome. 

She had therefore attained the object 
of her wi|hes. She had iinally reached 
it by bribery and intrigue, by hypocriti- 
cal tenderness, by the resignation of her 
maiden modesty and womanly honor, 
and by all the arts of coquetry. . 

But this triumph of hers was not to 
be untroubled. The noMU shouted for 
her, and the cardinals and princes of 
the Ghurch, but the people accompanied 
her to the capitol with hissing and howl- 
ing. Poems came fluttering down on 

* Archenholz relates yet another case, where 
the Acqna Tolkna had a Bimilar yiolent and 
Budden effect. ** A respectable Roman lady, who 
was young and beaatifhl, and had many ad- 
mirere, made in the year 1778 a eimilar experi- 
ment, to rid herself of an old husband. As the 
dose was rather strong, death was followed by 
the rapid and violent separation of the mem- 
bers. They employed all possible means to re- 
tain the body in a human form until the ftmeral 
was oyer. The iJEice was covered with a waxen 
mask, and by this means was the condition of 
the corpse concealed. This separation of the 
members seems to be the usual effect of this 
];>oison, and is said to occur as soon as the body 
is cold."— Archenholz, yoL y., p. 126. 



all sides; the first that fell upon Goril- 
la^s head, Gardinkl Albani eagerly seized 
and unfolded for the purpose of reading 
it aloud. 3nt after the first few lines 
his voice was silenced — ^it was an abu- 
sive poem, full of mockery and scorn. 

But neverthejiess she was crowned. 
She still stood upon the capitol, with 
the laurel-crown upon her brow, cheered 
by her respectable protectors and friends. 
But the people joined not in those 
cheers, and, as the exulting shouts 
ceased, there swelled up to the laurel- 
crowned poetess, from thousands of 
voices, a thundering laugh of scorn, and 
this scornful laugh, this hissing and 
howling of the peopjle, accompanied her 
upon her return from the capitol, follow- 
ing her through the streets to her own 
door. The people had judged her I 

Gorilla was no poetess by the grace 
of God, and only by the grace of man 
had she been crowned as queen of poesy I 

Mortified, crushed, and enraged, she 
fled from Home to Florence. She knew 
how to flatter the great and win princes. 
She was a princess-poetess, and the peo- 
ple rejected her! 

But the laurel was hers. She was 
sought and esteemed, the princes ad- 
mired her, and Gatharine of Russia fulr 
flUed the promise Orloff had made the 
improvisatrice in the name of the em- 
press. Gorilla received a pension from 
Russia. Russia has always promptly 
and liberally paid those who have sold 
themselves and rendered services to her. 
Russia is very rich, and can always send' 
so many thousands of her best and no- 
blest to work in the mines of Siberia, 
that she can never lack means for pay- 
ing her spies and agents. 
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OHAPTEE XLII. 



THE BUBSIAN OFFICES. 



With Oarlo^s death, Natalie had lost 
her last friend ; with the stolen money 
and diamonds, Marianne was robbed of 
her last pecuniary means. 5at Natalie 
paid ^0 attention to Marianne^s lamenta- 
tions. What cared she for poverty and 
destitution — ^what knew she of these 
outward treasures, of this wealth con- 
sisting in gold and Jewels? Natalie 
knew only that she had been robbed of 
a noble, spiritual possession — ^that they 
had murdered the friend who had con- 
secrated himself to her with such true 
and devoted love, and, weeping over his 
body, she dedicated to him the tribute 
of a tear of the purest gratitude, of sad- 
est lamentation. 

But so imperfect is the world that it 
often leaves no time for mourning — ^that 
in the midst of our sorrow it causes us 
to hear the prosaic voices of reality and 
necessity, compelling us to dry our eyes 
and turning our thoughts from painful- 
ly-sweet remembrances of a lost happi- 
ness to the realities of practical life. 

Natalie's delicately-sensitive soul was 
to experience this rough contact of real- 
ity, and, with an internal shudder, must 
she bend under the rough hand of the 
present 

Pale, breathless, trembling, rushed 
Marianne into the room where Natalie, 



in solitary mourning, was weeping for 
her lost friend. 

" We are ruined, hopelessly ruined ! " 
screamed Marianne. " They will drive 
us from our last possession, they will 
turn us ont of our house ! All the mis- 
fortunes of the whole world break over 
and crush ns ! " 

The young maiden looked at her with 
a calm, clear glance. 

" Then let them cmsh ns," she quiet- 
ly said. " It is better to be crushed at 
once than to be slowly and lingeringly 
wasted ! " 

"But you hear me not, princess," 
shrieked Marianne, wringing her hands. 
"They will drive ns from here, I tell 
you; they will expel you from your 
house I " 

"And who will do that? " asked the 
young maiden, proudly rising with 
flashing eyes. "Who dares threaten 
me in my own house ? " 

"Without are soldiers and bailifl 
and the officers of the Russian embassy. 
They have made a forcible entrance^ 
and with force they will expel you from 
the house. They are already sealing 
the doors and seizing every thing in the 
house." 

A dark purple glow for a moment 
overspread Natalie's cheeks, and her 
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glance was flame. " I will see," said 
she, " who has the robber-like boldness 
to dispute mj possession of 1117 own 
property? " 

With proud steps and elevated head 
she strode through the room to the 
door opening upon the corridor. 

The bailiffs and soldiers, who had been 
placed there, respectfully stood aside. 
Natalie paid no attention to them, but 
intmediately advanced to the officer 
who, with a loud voice, was just then 
commanding them to seal all the doors 
and see that nothing was taken from 
the rooms. 

" I wish to know," said Natalie, with 
ker dear, sOver-toned voice — "I wish 
to know by what right people here 
force their way into my house, and 
what excuse you have for this shame- 
less conduct ? " 

The officer, who was no other than 
Stephano, bowed to her with a slightly 
ironical smile. 

" Justice needs no excuse," said he. 
** On the part and by command of her 
illustrious majesty, the great Empress 
Catharine, I lay an attachment upon 
this house and all it contains. It is 
from this hour the sacred possession of 
her Eussian mfgesty." 

" It is the exclusive property of the 
Count Paulo 1 " proudly responded Na- 
talie. 

" It was the property of Count Paul 
Rasczinsky," said Stephano. "But 
convicted traitors have no property. 
This criminal count has been convicted 
of high -treason. The mercy of the em- 
press has indeed changed the sentence 
of death into one of eternal banishment 
to Siberia, but she has been pleased to 



approve the confiscation of all he pos- 
sessed. In virtue of this approval, and 
by permission of the holy Roman gov- 
ernment, I attach this house and its 
contents I" 

Natalie no longer heard him. Al- 
most unconscious lay she in Marianne^s 
arms. Paulo was lost, sentenced to 
death, imprisoned, and banished for life 
— that was all she had heard and com- 
prehended — this terrible news had con- 
fused and benumbed her senses. 

" Sir 1 " implored Marianne, pressing 
Natalie to her bosom, "you will at 
least have some mercy upon this young 
maiden; you will not thrust us out 
upon the streets ; you will grant us a 
quiet residence in this house until we 
can collect our effects and secure what 
is indisputably ours I " 

" Every thing in this house is the in- 
disputable property of the empress 1 " 
roughly responded Stephano. 

" But not ourselves, I hope ! " ex- 
citedly exclaimed Marianne. "This 
imperial power does not extend over 
our persons?" 

Stephano roughly replied : " The door 
stands open, gol But go directly, or I 
shall be compelled to arrest you for op- 
posing the execution of the laws, and 
stirring up sedition I " 

" Yes, let us go," cried Natalie, who 
had recovered her consciousness — "let 
us go, Marianne. Let us not remain a 
moment longer in a house belonging to 
that barbarous Russian empress who 
has condemned the noble Count Paulo 
as a criminal, and, robber-like, taken 
forcible possession of his property I " 

And, following the first impulse of 
her noble pride, the young maiden took 
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Marianne by the hand and drew her 
away. 

"They, at least, shall not forcibly 
eject us," said she ; "no, no, we will go 
of our own free will, self-banished I " 

"But where shall we go?" cried 
Marianne, wringing her hands. 

" Where God wills I " solemnly re- 
sponded the young maiden. 

"And upon what shall we live?" 
wailed Marianne. "We are now to- 
tally destitute and helpless. How shall 
we live?" 

" We will work ! " said Natalie, firm- 
ly. A peculiar calm had come over 
her. Misfortune had awakened a new 
quality in her nature, sorrow had struck 
a new string in her being; she was no 
longer the delicate, gentle, suffering, 
unresisting child ; she felt in herself a 
firm resolution, a bold courage, an al- 
most joyful daring, and an invincible 
calmness. 

"•Work I You will work, princess ? " 
whispered Marianne. 

" I will leam.it 1 " said she, and with 
a constantly quickened step they ap- 
proached the outlet of the garden. 

The gate which led out into the street 
was wide open ; soldiers in the Russian 
uniform had been stationed before it, 
keeping back with their carbines the 
curious Eomans who crowded around 
in great numbers, glad of an opportu- 
nity to get a peep into the so-long- 
closed charmed garden. 

"See, there she comes, the garden 
fairy I " cried they aU, as Natalie neared 
the gate. 

" How beautiful she is, how beauti- 
ful ! " they loudly exclaimed. 

" That is a real fairy, a divinity I " 



Natalie heard none of these expres- 
sions of admiration — ^she had but one 
object, one thought. She wished to 
leave the garden; she wished to go 
forth; she had no regrets, no com- 
plaints, for this lost paradise ; she only 
wished to get out of it, even if it was 
to go to her death. 

But the soldiers stationed at the gate 
opposed her progress. 

Natalie regarded them with terror 
and amazement. 

"They cannot, at least, oppose my 
voluntary resignation of my property," 
said she. " Away with these muskets 
and sabres I I would pass out ! " 

And the young maiden boldly ad- 
vanced a step. But those weapons 
stretched before her like a wall, and 
Natalie was now overcome by anguish 
and despair; the inconsolable feeling 
of her total abandonment, of her miser- 
able isolation. Tears burst from her 
eyes, her pride was broken, she was 
again the trembling young girl, no 
longer the heroic woman; she wept, 
and in tremulous tones^ with folded 
hands, she implored of these rough 
soldiers a little mercy, a little compas- 
sion. 

They understood not her language, 
they had no sympathy ; but the crowd 
were touched by the tears of the beau- 
tiful girl, and by the sad lamentations 
of her companion. They screamed, 
they howled, they insulted the soldiers, 
they swore to liberate the two women 
by force, if the soldiers any longer re- 
fused them a passage. Domb, unshaken, 
immovable, like a wall stood the soldiers 
with their weapons stretched forth. 

Through the hissing and tumult a 
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loud and commanding voice was snd- 
denlj heard to ask, "What, is going on 
here ? What means this disturbance ? " 
An officer made his way through the 
crowd, and approached the garden gate. 
The soldiers respectfully gave way, and 
he stepped into the garden. 

"Oh, sir," said ITatalie, turning to 
him her tearfal face, "if you are an 
honorable man, have compassion for an 
abandoned and xmprotected maiden, and 
command these soldiers, who seem to 
obey you, to let me and my companion 
go forth unhindered." 

The Russian officer, Joseph Ribas, 
bowed low and respectfully to her. 
f * If it is the Princess Tartaroff whom I 
have the honor of addressing," said he, 
" I must in the name of my illustrious 
lord, beg your pardon for what has im- 
properly occurred here; at his com- 
mand I come to set it all right I " 

Thus speaking, he returned to the 
soldiers, and in a low tone exchanged 
some words with their leader. The 
latter bowed respectfully, and at his 
signal the soldiers shut the gate and re- 
tired into the street. 

"Am I to be detained here as a 
prisoner ? " exclaimed Natalie. " Am I 
not allowed to leave this garden ? " 

" Your grace, preliminarily, can still 
consider this garden as your own prop- 
erty," he respectfully responded. "I 
am commanded to watch that no one 
dare to disturb you here, and for this 
purpose my lord respectfully requests 
that you will have the goodness to per- 
mit me to remain in your house as the 
guardian of your safety." 

" And who is this generous man ? " 
asked Natalie. 



" He is a man who has made a sol- 
emn vow to protect innocence every- 
where, when he finds it threatened! " 
solemnly responded Joseph Ribas. " He 
is a man who is ready to shed his blood 
for the Princess Tartaroff, who is sur- 
rounded by enemies and dangers; a 
man," he continued, in a lower tone, 
" who knows and loves your friend and 
guardian. Count Paulo, and will soon 
bring you secret and sure news from 
himi" 

" He knows Count Paulo I "^yfully 
exclaimed Natalie. "Oh, then all is 
well. I may safely confide in whoever 
knows and loves Count Paulo, for he 
must bear in his bosom a noble heart ! " 

And, turning to Joseph Ribas with a 
charming smile, she said, " Sir, lead me 
now where you will. We will both 
gladly follow youl " 

" Let us, first of all, go into the villa, 
and send away those troublesome peo- 
ple I " said the Russian officer, preced- 
ing the two women to the house. 

The bailiffs and soldiers were still 
there, occupied with sealing the doors 
and closets. Joseph Ribas approached 
them with angry glances, and, turning 
to Stephano, said, " Sir, I shall call you 
to account for this over-hasty and ille- 
gal proceeding I " 

"I am in my right ! " morosely an- 
swered Stephano. " Here is the com- 
mand to attach this villa. It has 
fallen to the Russian crown a^ the 
property of the traitor Rasczinsky." 

" There is only the one error to be 
corrected," said Joseph Ribas, "that 
this villa was not the property of Ooxmt 
Rasczinsky, as he some months ago 
sold it to his friend, my master. And 
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as, 80 far as I know, the iUastrions 
count, my master, never was a traitor, 
jon will please to respect his prop- 
erty!" 

" Yon will first have to anthenticate 
yonr assertions 1 " responded Stephano, 
with a mde langh. 

'^ Here is the documental authentica- 
tion!" said Joseph Bibas, handing a 
paper to Stephano. The latter, after 
attentively reading the documents, 
bowed reverentially, and said : *' Sir, it 
appear^tbat I was certainly mistaken. 
Tbis deed of ^fb is en r^gle, and is un- 
dersigned by his grace the Russian am- 
bassador. You will pardon me, as I 
only acted fuicording to my orders." 

Joseph Ribas answered Stephano's 
reverential bow with a haughty nod. 
" Go," said he, *' take off the seals in 
tbe quickest possible time, and then 
away with you 1 " 

But as Stephano was about retiring 
with his people, Joseph Ribas beckoned 
him back again. 

" You have, therefore, recognized this 
deed of gift?" asked he, and as Ste- 
phano assented, he continued: "You 
therefore cannot deny that my master 
is the undisputed possessor of tbis villa, 
and can do with it according to his 
pleasure?" 

" I do not deny it at all ! " growled 
Stephano. 

Joseph Ribas then drew forth an- 
other paper, which he also handed 
Stephano. "You will also recognize 
this deed of gift to be regular and legal I 
It is likewise undersigned and authenti- 
cated by our ambassador." 

Stephano, having attentively read it, 
almost indignantiy said : 



"It is all right. Bat the count is 
crazy, to give away so fine a property ! " 

And still grumbling, he departed with 
his people. 

Clinging to Marianne's side, Natalie 
had observed the whole proceeding with 
silent wonder; and, with the astonish- 
ment of innocence and inelperience, she 
comprehended nothing of the whole 
scene, nor was a suspicion awakened in 
her childishly pure soul. 

"He is, then, really going?" she 
asked, as Stephano was slowly moTing 
off. 

" Yes, he is going," said Joseph Ribas^ 
"and will never venture to distnrb 
you again. Henceforth you wiU be in 
undisputed possession of your property. 
My lord has made this villa and garden 
forever yours by a regular legal deed of 
gift." 

" And who is your lord ? " asked Kft- 
talie. "Tell me his name — ^tell me 
where I may find him, that I may re- 
turn him my thanks ? " 

"Yes, conduct us to him," swd the 
weeping Marianne. " Let me dasp his 
feet and implore his further protection 
for my poor helpless princess." 

"My lord desires no thanks," proudly 
responded Ribas. "He does good for 
its own sake, and protects innocence 
because that is the duty of every knight 
and nobleman." 

" At least tell me his name, that I may 
pray for him," sobbed Marianne. 

" Yes, his name," said Natalie, with a 
charming smile. " Ah, how I shaUlove 
that name I " 

" His name is his own secret," said 
Ribas. " The world, indeed, knows and 
blesses him, calling him the bravest of 
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the brave. But it is his oommand that 
you shall never be informed of it. He 
desires nothing, no thanks, no acknowl- 
edgments — he wishes only to secure your 
peace and happiness, and thus redeem 
the solemn vow he made to his friend, 
Oonnt Paulo Basczinsky, to guard and 
preserve you as a father, and to watch 
over you as your tutelar genius I " 

** Thanks, thanks my God!" cried 
Marianne, with her arms raised toward 
heaven. " Thou sendest us help in our 
need, Thou hast mercy on suffering in- 



nocence, and sendest her Si saviour in 
her greatest distress I " 

The young maiden said nothing. Her 
radiant glance was directed heavenward, 
and, folding her hands over her bosom, 
with a happy, grateful smile she mur- 
mured : 

'' I am therefore no longer alone, I 
have a friend who watches over and 
protects me. Whoever he may be, he 
is sent by Count Paulo. Whatever may 
be his name, I shall be forever grateful 
to him!" 
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OHAFTEE XLIII. 



AunoiPATioisr. 



Fbom that day had a new and mar- 
yellons life commenced for Ifatalie. She 
felt herself snrroonded hj a dreamy, 
ma^c, fantastic, snpematnral life; it 
seemed as if some invisible genius 
hovered over her, listening to all her 
thoughts, realizing all her wishes I And 
Joseph Ribas was the merry, always- 
cheerful, always-serviceable Kobold of 
this invisible deity I 

"My lord is not satisfied with the 
modest furnishing of your villa," said 
he to Natalie, on the first day. "He 
begs to be allowed to adorn your cham- 
ber with a splendor suited to your rank 
and your future greatness I " 

" And in what is my future greatness 
to consist ? " asked the young maiden, 
with curiosity. 

" That will be made known to you at 
the proper time," mysteriously replied 
Joseph Bibas. 

"WhowillteUme?" 
*"He, the count." 

" I shall therefore see him I " she joy- 
fully exclaimed. 

" Perhaps I Will you, however, first 
allow me to have your room properly 
furnished ? " 

"This villa belongs to your lord," 
said Natalie. " It is for him, as lord and 
master, to do as he pleases in it." 



And, satisfied, Bibas hastened away, 
to return in a few hours with more than 
fifty workmen and artists, in order to 
commence the improvements. 

Until now the villa had been finished 
and furnished with simple elegance. 
One missed nothing necessary for com- 
fort or convenience, for pleasantness or 
taste. But it was still only the elegant 
and fashionable residence of a private 
person. Now, as by the stroke of a 
magic wand, this villa in a few days was 
converted into the splendid palace of 
some sultan or caliph. There were 
heavy Turkish carpets on the floors, 
velvet curtains with gold embroidery at 
the windows and on the walls, the rich- 
est and most comfortable divans and 
arm-chairs, covered with gold-embroid- 
ered stuffs ; vases ornamented with the 
most costly precious stones, noble bronze 
statues, beautifal paintings, and between 
them the rarest ornaments, glistening 
with jewels, which modem times have 
designated by the name of ribs ; there 
were delicate little trifles of inestimable 
value, and with reflned taste and judg- 
ment every thing was sought out which 
luxury and convenience could demand. 
With childish astonishment and ecstasy, 
Natalie wandered through these rooms, 
which she hardly recognized in their 
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splendid omamentatioii, and stood be- 
fore these treasures of trifles which she 
hardly dared to tonch. 

" This lord must be either a magician 
or a nabob," thoughtfully remarked 
Marianne ; " it must have required mil- 
lions to effect all this." 

Natalie asked neither whether he was 
a magician, a millionnaire, or a nabob ; 
she only thought she was to see him, 
and be allowed to thank him — ^nothing 
further. 

" Will he come now? " she constant- 
ly asked of the humble and slavishly 
devoted Joseph Ribas; "will he come 
now that his house is prepared for his 
reception ? " 

"It is adorned only for you, prin- 
cess," humbly replied Ribas. "The 
count, ray master, wishes for nothing 
but to see you in a habitation worthy 
of you 1" 

But what was this luxury, what 
cared she for these treasures, the value 
of which she was incapable of estimat- 
ing, and which were indifferent to her ? 
'She who had no conception of wealth or 
of money I — she, who knew not that 
there was poverty in the world, and 
who, raised in an Eden separated from 
the world, had no idea that huuger 
had ever made its appearance within it 
—she knew only the sorrows of the 
happy, the deprivations of the rich ; she 
had never had either to struggle against 
real misfortune or to experience real 
want and deprivation. 

!N"ow, indeed, a deeper sorrow had 

* 

entered into her life ; she had lost her 
beloved paternal friend, Oount Paulo; 
and Carlo, also, had been torn from 
her I That was certainly a more pro- 



found sorrow, and she had wept mucli 
for both of them, — ^but yet that was no 
real misfortune. She had never yet 
lost the whole substance of her life ; for 
those two, however much she might 
always have loved them, had, neverthe- 
less, not entirely filled out her life; they 
had been a part of her happiness, but 
not that happiness itself. 

And she awaited happiness! She 
awaited it with ecstasy and devotion, 
with feverish hope and glowing desire I 
She knew not and asked not in what 
this happiness was to consist, and yet 
her heart yearned for it ; she called for 
this unknown and nameless happiness 
with a throbbing bosom and tremulous- 
ly whispering lips I 

She was so mach alone, she had so 
much time for dreaming, and intoxicat- 
ing herself with fantastic imaginations t 
She was surrounded by a fabulous 
world, and she was the fairy of that 
world I But out of that fabulous world 
she sometimes longed to be, out of the 
ideal into the real; she yearned for 
truth and actuality. Then she would 
call Joseph Ribas to her side and bid 
him relate to her of that unknown lord, 
his master. 

He told her of his battles and his 
heroic deeds, of his wonderful acts of 
bravery, and the young maiden trem- 
blingly and shudderingly listened to 
him. She feared this man, who had 
shed streams of blood, and whose ehe- 
mies with their dying lips had lauded as 
the greatest of heroes I And Joseph 
Ribas smiled when he saw her turn 
pale and tremble, and he would speak 
to her of his generosity and humanity, 
of his knighthood and virtue; he re- 
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lated to her how, on one occasion, at 
the risk of his life he had protected and 
saved a persecuted young maiden ; how 
on another he had taken pity on a help- 
less old man, and singly had defended 
him against a host of hloodthirsty ene- 
mies. He also spoke to her of the 
sorrow of his master on account of the 
iugratitude and deceptions he had ex- 
perienced, and Natalie^B eyes filled with 
tears as, with reproachful glances, she 
asked of Heaven how it could have 
permitted the virtue of this noble un- 
known hero to be so severely tried, and 
the baseness of mankind to trouble him. 

" That is it, then," Ribas would often 
say ; " he diffuses happiness everywhere 
around him, while he himself has it 
not I He makes glad and cheerful faces 
wherever he appears, and his own is 
the only serious and sad brow. Mankind 
have made him hopeless, and for him- 
seK he no longer believes in happiness I " 

Ah, how then did the heart of this 
innocent child tremble, and how she 
longed to find some means for restoring 
his belief in happiness. 

"But why does he not come to those 
who love him?" asked she. "Why 
does he decline the thauks of those 
whose hearts are truly devoted to him ? 
Ah, in our humid eyes and joy-beaming 
faces he would recognize the truthful- 
ness of our feelmgs! Why, then, 
comes he not?'' 



" I will tell you," said Ribas, with a 
smile ; " he hates women, because the 
only one he ever loved was false to him. 
and now his l6ve is changed to ardent 
hatred of all women ! " 

" I shall therefore never see him I " 
sighed the girl, hanging her head with 
the sadness of disappointment. 

This expectation, this constantly 
increasing impatience, rendered her 
inaccessible to any other feeling, any 
other thought. He of whom she did 
not know even the name, was sent 
by Paulo, and therefore had she be- 
lieved and confided in him from the 
first. Now had she already forgotten 
that she had confided in him on Paulo's 
account ; she believed in him on his own 
account, and Paulo had retreated into 
the background. Occasionally also the 
bloody image of poor Carlo presented 
itself to her mind, and she secretly re- 
proached herself for having mourned 
him for so short a tame, for having so. 
soon forgotten that faithful self-sacrifi- 
cing friend. 

But even these reproaches were soon 
silenced when with a throbbing bosom 
she thought of this new friend, who 
like a divinity hovered over her at an 
infinite and unattainable distance, and 
whose mysteriously active nearness re- 
placed both of those friends she had 
lost, and for whom she could no longer 
mourn I 
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CHAPTER XLIV. 



he! 



" It ia now high time I " said Joseph 
Bihas one day, as, comiDg from Natalie, 
he entered the boudoir of Count Alexis 
Orloff. "Now, your excellency, the 
right moment has cornel You must 
now show yourself, or this curious 
child will consume herself with a longing 
that has changed- her blood to fire I 
She thinks of nothing but you; with 
open eyes she dreams of you, and with- 
out the least suspicion that any one is 
listening to her, she speaks to you, ah, 
with what modest tenderness and with 
what humble devotion I I tell you, 
your excellency, you are highly blessed. 
There is no child more innocent, no 
woman more glowing with love. And 
she knows it not; no, she has not the 
least suspicion that she already loves 
you with enthusiasm, and thirsts for 
your kisses as the rose for the morning 
dew I She knows nothing of her 
love!" 

" She shall learn something of it I " 
said Orloff, laughing. "It will be a 
pleasant task to enlighten this little un- 
knowing one as to her own feelings. 
And I flatter myself I understand how 
to do that." 

"Endeavor, above all things, your 
excellency, to realize the ideal she bears 
' in her heart. She expects to see noth- 
ing less than an ApoUo, whose radiant 



beauty will annihilate her as Jupiter 
did Semele I " 

" Well, In that, I hope she has not 
deceived herself" responded Orloff, 
with a self-satisfied glance into the mir- 
ror. " If I am not Jupiter, yet they call 
me Hercules, and ho, you know, was 
the son of Jupiter, and, indeed, his 
handsomest son I " 

"And be you not only a Hercules, 
but a Zephyr and Apollo, at the same 
time. Make her tremble before your 
heroic character, and at the same time 
win her confidence in your humble, 
modest love — then is she yours. You 
must cautiously and noiselessly spread 
your nets, you must not wound her 
delicate sensitiveness by a word or look, 
or she will flee from you like a fright- 
ened gazelle I " 

"Oh, should she wish to flee, my 
arms are strong enough to hold her I " 

" Yet it is better to hold her so fast by 
her own enthusiasm, that she shall not 
wish to flee," said Bibas. " You must 
entirely intoxicate her with your hum- 
ble and respectful love — ^then is she 
yours I " 

"Does she know I am coming?" 
thoughtfully asked Orloff. 

" No, she knows nothing of it She 
sits in the garden and sighs, occasion- 
ally grasping the golden guitar that lies 
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an her arm, and asks of the flowers: 
•What is the name of my unknown 
friend? In what star does he dwell, 
and how shall I invoke him ? ' " 

"I will, then, surprise her I" said 
Orloff. "Let her anticipate my com- 
ing, hut do not promise it. It hegins 
to grow dark. Where is she, even- 
ings?" 

"Always in the garden. There she 
sighs and dreams of you I " 

"Persuade her to go into the house, 
and let it he weU lighted up I I would 
appear to her in the full splendor of 
the lights! Ha, you ragamuffins, you 
hounds, hring me my oriental costume, 
the richest, handsomest; hasten, or I 
will throttle you 1 " 

And Ooimt Orloff hurried into his 
toilet-chamher, to the tremhling slaves 
who there awaited him. 

With a sly smile Joseph Rihas re- 
turned to the villa. As he had pre- 
viously said, he found ITatalie dreaming 
in the garden, the guitar upon her arm. 

" You ought to go into the house this 
evening,'' said he, " the air is damp and 
cold, and may iiyure you." 

"Of what consequence would that 
he?" she sadly responded. "Who 
would ask whether I was ill or not? 
Who would weep for my death ? " 

"He!" 

"Oh, he!" sighed she. **-He hates 
all women ! " 

"Excepting you! " whispered Rihas. 
"Princess, go into the house! Take 
care of your precious life. It is not I 
who heg it of you ! " 

" Who is it, then ? " she hastily inter- 
posed. 

"It is he! He hegs it of you! " 



Kat^e, springing up, hurried into 
the house. 

" I will never again go into the gar- 
den in the evening! " said she. "It is 
his command! Thank God, there is 
yet something in which I can ohey, and 
he commands it of me ! But why these 
lights?" asked she, almost hlinded hy 
the hrilliancy of the girandoles and 
chandeliers, the mirrors, and jewels. 

" The count has so commanded ! " 
said Rihas. "He loves a hright light! 
But, princess, cannot you remain in this 
houdoir for one evening? Only see 
how heautiful it is, how enticingly cool, 
with these fountains that refresh the 
air and diffuse fragrance ! How de- 
lightfully still and snug it is I Repodng 
upon these velvet cushions, you can 
look through the whole suite of rooms, 
which in fact, to-night, flash and spar- 
kle like the heavens, and yet in this 
houdoir there is a sweet twilight, re- 
freshing to eye and heart! " 

"No, no," said she, with a charming 
smile. " I also like hrightness and 
light! It is too dusky here ! " 

" Nevertheless, remain here ! " 

"And why?" 

"He wishes it!" said Rihas, myste- 
riously. 

" He wishes it ? " cried Natalie, turn- 
ing pale, and tremhling. Then, sud- 
denly, a purple flush spread over her 
hrow, and, reeling, she was ohliged to 
hold by a chair to prevent falling. 
"Ah," she stammered, "can it be pos- 
sible ? Can this happiness be intended ? 
Is it true, what I read in your eyes? 
Is it? Oomes he here ? " 

" Hope always ! " said Rihas, sud- 
denly disappearing through a side-door. 
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]!Tatalie, benumbed by surprise, sank 
down upon the divan. A feeling of 
boundless anxiety, of immeasurable ec- 
stasy suddenly overcame her. She could 
have fled, but she felt as if spell-bound ; 
she could have concealed herself from 
him, and yet was joyfuUy ready to pur- 
chase with her life the happiness of see- 
ing him. It was a strange mixture of 
delight and terror, of happiness and 
despair. She spread her arms toward 
heaven, she sought to pray, but she had 
no words, no thoughts, not even tears I 

A slight rustle made her rise. Almost 
with terror flew her glance through the 
suite of rooms. There below she saw 
the approach of something strange, sin- 
gular, magical. It was a never-before- 
seen form, but surrounded by a wonder- 
fully bright halo, enveloped in rich, glit- 
ti'ring garments, such as she had never 
before seen. It was a strange, un- 
known face, but of a sublime heroic 
beauty, proud and noble, bold and mild. 

" That is he I " she breathlessly and 
sadly murmured— " yes, that is he! 
That is a man and a hero 1 Ah, I shall 
die xmder his glance I ^' 

He still continued to approach, and 
with every forward step he made she 
felt her heart contract with anxiety, ad- 
miration, and a feverish sadness. 

"Sow he stood on the threshold of the 
boudoir — ^his glance fell upon her. And 
she ? She lay, or rather half knelt upon 
the divan, motionless, pale as a marble 
statue, with that divine smile which 
we admire in ancient sculpture. 

Touching was she to behold, white 
and delicate as a lily, so humble and 
devoted, so shelter-needing and love-im- 
ploring ! 



But Count Orloff felt neither sympa- 
thy nor compassion. He saw only that 
she was beautiful as an angel, an admi- 
rable woman, whom he desired to pos- 
sess I 

Proud as a king, and at the same time 
very reverential and submissive, he ap- 
proached and sank upon Ms knee before 
the divan upon which she reclined in 
trembling yet blissful sadness. 

"Princess !N"atalie," he murmured 
low, " will you be angry with your slave 
for daring to intrude upon you without 
knowing whether he would be wel- 
come? " 

She breathed freer. It was a relief 
to her to hear his voice — ^it made her 
feel easier. He was no magician, no 
demon, he was a man, and spoke to her 
with human words ! That gave her 
courage and strength, it gave her back 
the consciousness of her own\ dignity. 
She was ashamed of her anxiety, her 
trembling, her childish helplessness. 
Yet she could say nothing, answer 
nothing. She only gave him her hand, 
with a charming smile, an inimitable 
grace, and welcomed him with a Mlent 
inclination of the head» 

Taking her hand he pressed it to his 
lips. His touch seemed to kindle in her 
an' electric glow, and witk something 
like alarm she withdrew her hand. 

" Are you, then, angry with me ? " he 
asked, in a tone of sadness. 

*' No," said she, " I am not angry, but 
I fear you. You are so great a hero, 
and your sword has done so many brave 
deeds. I looked at your sword, and it 
alarmed me." 

Count Orloff gave her a surprised and 
interrogating glance. Why said she 
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that? Had she some suspicion, some 
mistrust, or was it only a presentiment, 
an inexplicable instinct, that made her 
tremble at his sword ? 

" ITo, she suspects nothing," thought 
he, as lie gazed upon that pore, inno- 
cent, childish brow, which was turned 
toward him in pious confidence, and jet 
with timid hesitation. 

He loosened his sword from Ms gir- 
dle, sparkling with diamonds, and hum- 
bly laid both at Natalie's feet ' 

"Princess," said he, "the empress 
herself girded me with this sword, and I 
swore it should never leave my side but 
with my. life. You are dearer to me 
than my life or my honor, and I there- 
fore break my sacred oath. Take my 
sword, I am now without arms, and you 
will no longer have occasion to tremble 
before me." 

She smilingly shook her head. " You 
stiU remain a hero, though without 
arms — it lies in your eyes I " 

"I would close my eyes," said he, 
" but then I should not see you, prin- 
cess, and I have already so long lan- 
guished for a sight of you I " 

" Why, then, came you not sooner? " 
she asked, now feeling herself entirely 
cheerful and unembarrassed. " Oh, did 
you but know how impatiently I have 
awaited you I " 

And with childish innocence she be- 
gan to relate how much she had thought 
of him, how often she had dreamed of 
him, how she had sometimes spoken 
aloud to him, and almost thought she 
heard his answers I 

Count Orloff listened to her with sur- 
prise and delight. Thus had he not ex- 
pected to find her, so childishly cheer- 



ful, so charmingly innocent, and yet at 
the same time with so much maidenly 
reserve, so much natural dignity. Now 
she laughed like a child, now was her 
face serious and proud, now again ten- 
der and timid. She was at once a timid 
child and a glowing woman ; she was 
innocent as an angel, and yet so full of 
sweet, unconscious maiden coquetry. 
She enchanted, while inspiring devotion, 
she excited passions and desires, while, 
with a natural mdden dignity, she 
kept one within the bounds of respect. 
She was entirely different from what 
Orloff had expected ; perhaps less beau- 
tiful, less dazzling, but infinitely more 
lovely. She enchanted him with her 
smile, and her innocent childish face 
touched him. 

" Speak on, speak on I " said he, 
when she became silent. " It is delight- 
ful to listen to you, princess." 

" "Why do joTi call me so ? " asked 
she, with a slight contraction of her 
brow. "It is such a strange, cold 
word! It does not at all belong to 
me, and it is only within the last few 
months that I have been thus addressed. 
With wise and tender forbearance, 
Paulo long delayed informing me that 
I was a princess, and that was beautiful 
in him. To be a pilncess and yet an 
orphan, a poor, deserted, helpless child, 
livmg upon the charity of a friend, and 
tremulously clinging to his protecting 
hand I See, that is what I am, a poor 
orphan; why, then, do you call me 
princess ? " 

"Because you are so in reality,^' re- 
sponded Orloff, pressing the hem of her 
garment to his lips — " because I am 
come to lead you to your splendid and 
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powerful future! — ^because I will glo- 
rify you above all women on earth, and 
make you mistress of this great empire." 

She regarded him with a dreamy 
smile. "You speak as Paulo often 
spoke to me," said she. "He also 
swore to me that he would one day 
place an imperial crown upon my head, 
and elevate me to great power I I un- 
derstood him as little as I understand 
you ! " 

A slight scornful smile momentarily 
passed over Orloff 's features. " Cath- 
arine has therefore rightly divined," 
thought he, " and her wise mind right- 
ly understood this Basczinsky. There 
was, indeed, question of an imperial 
crown, and this was to have been the 
new little empress I " 

Aloud he said : " You will soon un- 
derstand me, princess, and it is time 
you knew of what crown Paulo spoke." 

" I know it not," said she, " nor do I 
desire to know it! j?erhaps it was a 
jest, with which he sought to console 
me when I complained of being a home- 
less orphan, a poor child, who knew 
not even the name of her mother I " 

"Do you not know that?" exclaimed 
Orloff, with astonishment. 

She sadly shook her head. "They 
would never tell it me," said she. " But 
I have her image in my heart, and that, 
at least, I shall never lose or forget I " 

"I knew your mother," said Orloff; 
" she was beautiful as you are, and mild 
and merciful." 

" You knew her I " exclaimed the 
yout^ maiden, grasping his hand and 
looking at him with a confiding friend- 
liness. " Oh, you knew her 1 You will 
now be doubly dear to me, for those 



bright eyes have seen my mother, and 
perhaps this hand which now rests in 
mine has also touched hers I " 

"That," said Count Orloff, with a 
smile, " I should not have dared to do ; 
it would have been high-treason 1 " 

"Was she, then, so great and sub- 
lime a princess ? " asked Natalie. 

" She was an empress I " 

"An empress!" And the young 
maiden sprang up with beaming eyes 
and glowing cheeks. "My mother was 
an empress ! " said she, breathing hard, 

"Empress Elizabeth of Russia." 

Overcome by the feehngs suddenly 
excited by this news, Natalie sank again 
upon her seat and covered her face with 
her hands. Tears gushed out between 
her delicate, slender fingers ; her whole 
being was in violent feverish commo- 
tion. Then, raising her arms toward 
heaven, with a celestial smile, while 
the tears overflowed her face, she said : 
"I am, then, no longer a homeless 
orphan; I have a fatherland, and my 
mother was an empress ! " 

Count Orloff respectfully kissed the 
hem of her garment. 

"You are the daughter of an em- 
press," said he, " and will yourself be 
an empress! That was what Paulo 
wished, and therefore have they con- 
demned him as a criminal. What he 
was unable to accomplish must be done 
by me, and for that purpose have I 
come. Princess Natahe, your father- 
land calls you, your throne awaits you I 
Follow me to your crowning in the city 
of your fathers — fallow me, that I may 
place the crown of your grandfather, 
Peter the Great, upon your noble and 
beautiful head ! " 
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OHAPTEE XLV. 



THE WARNING. 



Fbom this time forward, Alexis Or- 
loff was the inseparable companion of 
Ifatalie. With the most reverential 
snbmission, and at the same time with 
the tenderest affection, seemed he to be 
devoted to her, and equally to adore 
her as his empress and his beloved. 

He took pains to represent to her 
that she was necessarily and inevitably 
destined to become an empress. 

And she had comprehended him but 
too well. Ambition was awakened in 
•this young maiden of eighteen years; 
it was an imperial crown that called 
her — why should she not listen to this 
call coming from the lips of one in 
whom she had unlimited confidence, 
and toward whom she felt infinitely 
grateful? 

He had unfolded and explained all to 
her. He had told her of her mother, 
the good Empress Elizabeth, who had 
made Russia so great and happy; he 
had explained to her. how Count Paulo 
Easczinsky had flown with her on the 
day of her mother's death, in order to 
preserve her from the pursuits of her 
mother's successor, the cunning and 
cruel Peter HI., and to insure her the 
realm at a later period. He had then 
spoken to her of Catharine, who had 
forcibly possessed herself of the throne 
of her unworthy husband, and taken 



the reins of government into her own 
hands. He had spoken to her of Cath- 
arine's cruelty and despotic tyranny; 
he had told her that all Russia groaned 
under the oppression of this foreigner, 
and that a universal cry was heard 
through the whole realm, of lamenta- 
tion and longing, a cry for her, the 
Russian princess, the grand-daughter of 
Peter the Great, the daughter of the 
beloved Elizabeth. 

" You are called for by all these mil- 
lions of your oppressed subjects now 
trodden in the dust," said he ; "toward 
you they stretch forth their trembling 
hands, from you they expect relief and 
consolation, from you they expect hap- 
piness I " 

" And I will bring them happiness," 
exclaimed Natalie, with emotion. "I 
will dry the tears of misery and console 
the suffering. Oh, my people shall love 
me as my mother once did ! " 

"The noblest of the land have 
pledged their property and their lives 
to give you back to your people," said 
Orloff; "we have solemnly sworn it 
upon the altar of God, and ffir the at- 
tainment of this end no one of us will 
shun want or death, treason or revolt. 
Look at me, Natalie I I stand before you 
as a traitor to this empress, to whom I 
have sworn faith and obedience ; she has 



THE DAUGHTER OF AN EMFRESa 



241 



heaped favors upon me, and at one time 
I was even passionately devoted to her I 
But Count Paulo awoke me from that 
intoxication ; he roused me from the 
condition of a favorite of the empress ; 
he taught me to see the cruel, blood- 
thirsty empress in her true form ; he 
spoke to me of your sacred rights, and 
when I recognized and comprehended 
them, I collected myself, vowed myself 
your knight, devoting myself to the 
defence of your rights, and swore to 
leave no artifice, no dissimulation, nor 
even treason itself unessayed for the 
promotion of this great, this sublime 
object I Princess N"atalie, for your sake 
I have become a traitor I The admiral 
o>f the Busdan fleet, he whom the world 
calls the favorite of the empress, Count 
Alexis Orloff, lies at your feet and 
swears to you eternal faith, devotion, 
and adoration I " 

"Alexis Orloffl" she joyfully ex- 
claimed, "at length, then, I have a 
name by which I can call you I Alexis, 
was not that the name of my father ? 
Oh, that is a good omen! You bear 
the name of my father, whom my 
mother so dearly loved I " 

"And whom the empress, impelled 
by love, raised to the position of her 
husband," whispered Orloff, bending 
nearer to her and pressing her hand to 
his bosom. "Could you, indeed, love 
as warmly and devotedly as your 
mother loved her Alexis ? " 

The young maiden blushed and trem- 
bled, but a sweet smile played upon 
her lips, and although she cast down 
her eyes and did not look at him, yet 
Count Orloff saw that he had given no 

offence, and might venture stiU further. 

16 



He gently encirded her delicate form 
with his arm, and, inclining his month 
so close to her ear that she felt his 
hot breath upon her cheek, whispered : 
" WHl Natalie love her Alexis as Eliza- 
beth loved Alexis Bazumovsky? Ah, 
you know not how boundlessly, how 
immeasurably I love you 1 Yes, im- 
measurably. If atalie. You are my hap- 
piness, my life, my fature. Conmiand 
me, rule me, make of me a traitor, a 
murderer I I wiU do whatever you com- 
mand ; at your desire I could even mur- 
der my own father I Only tell me, Nata- 
lie, that you do not hate me ; tell me that 
my love will not be rejected by you ; that 
this passion, under which I almost suc- 
cumb, has found an echo in your heart, 
and that yon will one day say to me, as 
Elizabeth said to your father, ^ Alexis, . 
Hove you, and will therefore make you 
my husband I ' You are silent, Natalie; 
have you no word of sympathy, of com- 
passion for me? Ah, I offer up all to 
you, 'and you — ^" 

He could proceed no ftuiher; he saw 
her turn toward him ; he suddenly felt 
a glowing kiss upon his lips, and then, 
springing up from her seat, shd fled 
through the rooms like a frightened 
roe, and took refuge in her boudoir, 
which she locked behind her. 

Orloff glanced after her with a tri- 
umphant smile. " She is mine," thought 
he ; " I am here living through a charm- 
ing romance, and Catharine will be sat- 
isfied with me I " 

Yes, she was his ; she now knew that 
she loved him, and with joyful ecstasy 
she took this new and delightful feeling 
to her heart p she welcomed it as the 
joy-promising dawn of a new day, a 
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precious new life. She permitted this 
feeling to stream through her whole 
being, her whole soul; she made it a 
worship for her whole existence. 

"You see," said she to Marianne, 
"so had I dreamed the man whom I 
should one day love. So brave, so 
proud, so beautiful. Ah, it is so charm- 
ing to be obliged to tremble before the 
man one loves ; it is so sweet to cling 
to him and think: 'I am nothing of 
myself but all through thee I I am 
the ivj.and thou the oak; thou wilt 
hold and sustain me, and if a storm^ 
wind comes, thou wilt not waver, but 
stand firm and great in thy heroic 
strength,^ and protect me, and impart 
courage and confidence even to me I ' " 

She loved him, and clung to him 
with boundless confidence, but she was 
yet so ftill of tender maiden timidity 
that she could confess to him noth- 
ing of this love ; and since that kiss she 
shyly avoided him, and constantly left 
his often-renewed love-questions un- 
answered. 

At this Alexis secretly laughed. 
"She will come round," said he; "she 
will finally be compelled to it by her 
own feelings. I will give her time and 
leisure to come to a knowledge of her- 
self I " 

And for some days he kept away 
from the villa, pretending pressing busi- 
ness, and left the poor isolated princess 
to her languishing love-dreams. 

It was precisely in these days that, 
on one forenoon, a carriage of indiffer- 
ent appearance, adorned with no heral- 
dic arms, stopped before the villa; a 
man closely enveloped in a mantle, his 
hat pressed deeply down over his fore- 



head, issued from the carriage and rang 
thebelL 

Of the servant who answered the bell 
he hastily inquired if the princess was 
at home and alone; these questions 
being answered in the affirmative, and 
the servant having asked his name in 
order to announce him, the stranger 
said, almost in a commanding tone: 
"The princess knows my name, and 
will gladly welcome me ; therefore lead 
me directly to her I " 

" The princess receives no one," said 
the servant, placing himself in a posi- 
tion to prevent the stranger^s entrance. 

"She will receive me," said the un- 
known, dropping some gold-pieces into 
the servant's hand. 

"I will conduct you to her," said the 
suddenly mollified servant, " but I do it 
on your own responsibility I !' 

Princess Natalie was in her boudoir. 
She was alone and thinking, in a lan- 
guishing reverie, of her friend who had 
now been two days absent. On hearing 
a light knock at the door, she sprang up 
from her seat. 

"It is he I " she murmured, and 
with glowing cheeks she hastened to 
the door. 

But on finding there a strange and 
dosely-enveloped form, Natalie timidly 
drew back. 

The stranger entered, closing the 
door behind him, threw back his man- 
tle and took off the hat that shaded his 
face. 

"Cardinal Bernis!" cried Natahe, 
with surprise. 

"Ah, then you yet recognize me, 
princess I " said Bernis. " That is 
beautifal in you, and therefore you 
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will not be angry with me for falling 
npon yon nnannonnced. I knew that I 
should find you alone, and this was a too 
fortunate circumstance for me to let it 
pass unimproved. I must speak to you, 
princess, even at the hazard of proving 
tiresome." 

ITatalie said, with a soft smile : 
"You were the friend of Count Paulo, 
and therefore can never prove tire- 
some tp me I I bid you welcome, car- 
dinal! " 

"It is precisely because I was Count 
Paulo's friend, that I have come ! " said 
JBemis, seriously. "The count loved 
you, princess, and what I did not know 
at the time is known to me now. 
Because he loved and was devoted to 
you, he hazarded his life, and more 
than his life, his liberty." 

" And they have robbed him of that 
precious liberty, " sighed Natalie. " For 
his fidelity to me they have con- 
demned him to a shameful imprison- 
ment I " 

" You know that I " exclaimed Bemis, 
with astonishment, "you know that, 
and nevertheless — ^" then, interrupting 
himselj^ he broke off, and after a pause 
continued : " Pardon me one question, 
and if you deem it indiscreet, please re- 
member that it is put to you by an old 
man and a priest, and that his only ob- 
ject is, if possible, to be usefal to you. 
Do you love Count Paulo Rasczinsky ? " 

"I love him," said she, "as one 
loves a father. I shall always be 
grateful to him, and shall never esteem 
myself happy until I have liberated him 
and restored him to his country I " 

" You liberate him I " sadly exclaimed 
Bernis. " Ah, then you know not, you 



do not once dream, that you are your- 
self surrounded by dangers, that your 
own liberty, indeed your life itself, is 
threatened." 

"I know it," calmly responded the 
young' maiden, " but I also know that 
strong and powerful friends stand by 
my side, who will protect and defend 
me with their lives." 

" But how if these friends are de- 
ceiving you — ^if precisely they are your 
bitterest enemies and destroyers ? " 

"Sir Cardinal! " exclaimed Natalie, 
reddening with indignation. 

" Oh, I may not anger you," he con- 
tinued, " but it is my duty to warn you, 
princess ! They have undoubtedly de- 
ceived you with false pretensions, and 
in some deceitful way obtained your 
confidence. Tell me, princess, do you 
know the name of this count whom you 
daily receive here? " 

"It is Count Alexis Orloff," said the 
young maiden, blushing. 

" You know him, know his name, 
and yet you confide in him I " exclaimed 
the cardinal. "But it cannot be that 
you know his history: have you any 
idea to whom he is indebted for his 
prosperity and greatness ? " 

"The Empress Catharine, his mis- 
tress," said Natalie, without embarrass- 
ment. 

The cardinal looked, with increasing 
astonishment, into her calm, smiling 
face. " I now comprehend it all," he 
then said; *'they have laid a very 
shrewd and cunning plan. They have 
deceived you while telling you a part of 
the truth!" 

"No one has deceived me," indig- 
nantly responded Natalie. " I tell you, 
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Sir Oardinal, that I am neither deceived 
nor overreached, easy as yon seem to 
think it to deceive me I " 

"Oh, it is always easy to deceive 
innocence and nobleness," sadly re- 
marked the cardinal. ^^ Listen to me, 
princess, and think, I conjure yon, that 
this time a true and sincere friend is 
speaking to you." 

" And how shall I recognize that ? " 
asked the young maiden, with a slight 
touch of irony. " How shall I recog- 
nize a Mend, when, as yon say, it is 
precisely my pretended friends who 
are my enemies ? " 

" Becognize me by this I " said the 
cardinal, drawing a folded paper from 
his bosom and handing it to the prin- 
cess. 

"That is Count Paulo's handwrit- 
ing ! " she joyfully exclaimed. 

"Ah, yon recognize the handwrit- 
ing," said the cardinal, " and you see 
that this letter is addressed to me. 
Count Paulo therefore considers me his 
fnend I " 

" May I read this letter ? " 

" I beg you to do so." 

IN'atalie unfolded the letter and read : 
"Warn the Princess TartaroflP; danger 
threatens her I " 

" That is all ? " she asked with a smile. 

" That is all 1 " said the cardinal ; 
"but when Paulo considered these few 
words of sufficient importance to send 
them to me, yon may well suppose they 
are of the utmost significance." 

"Count Paulo is in Siberia," said 
Natalie, sha^ng her head ; " how could 
he have written yon from thence? " 

" How he succeeded in doing so, I 
know not, but the firm, determined 



will of man often conqners supposed 
impossibilities! Enough — in a mys- 
terious, enigmatical manner was this 
letter put into the hands of our ambas- 
sador at St. Petersburg, with the most 
urgent prayer that he would immedi- 
ately send it to me by a special courier, 
with all the necessary particulars." 

" And was that done ? " asked Nata- 
lie. 

"It was done I I know why your 
life is threatened! Princess Tartaroff, 
you are the daughtei^ of the Empress 
Elizabeth ; and therefore it is that this . 
Empress Catharine, upon her usurped 
throne, trembles with fear of you- 
th erefore was it that she said to her 
favorite ; * Go, and deliver me from this 
troublesome pretender. But do it in 
a sly, cautious, and noiseless manner. 
Avoid attracting attention, murder her 
not, threaten her not; I wish not to 
give people new reasons for calling me 
a bloodthirsty woman. Entice her 
with flatteries into our net, induce her 
to follow you voluntarily, that the peo- 
ple of no country in which she may be, 
may have an occasion to accuse us of 
using force.' Thns did Catharine speak 
to her favorite ; he understood her and 
swore to execute her commands, as he 
did when Catharine ordered him to 
throttle her husband, the Emperor 
Peter ; as he also did when she ordered 
him to shoot poor Ivan, the son of Anna 
Leopoldowna, for the criminal reason 
that he had a greater right to the im- 
perial crown of Bussia than this little 
Gennan princess of Zerbst I " 

"And he shot that poor innocent 
Ivan?" shudderingly asked Natalie. 
"Ah, this Catharine is bloodthirsty as 
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a hyena, and her friends and favorites 
are hangmen's servants — ah, history- 
will brand this murderer of Ivan I " 

"It will," solemnly responded Cardinal 
Bernis, " and people will shndder Vhen 
they hear the name of the man who 
strangled the Emperor Peter, who shot 
Ivan, and who, at the command of Cath- 
arine, has come to Italy to ensnare the 
noble and innocent Princess Tartaroff 
with cunning and flatteries and convey 
her to St. Petersburg. Shall I tell you 
this man's name? He is called Alexis 
OrloffI" 

The young mcdden sprang np from 
her seat, her eyes flashed, and her 
cheeks glowed. 

" That is false," said she — " a shame- 
ful, malicious falsehood I " 

"Would to God it were so! " cried 
the cardinal. " But it is too true, prin- 
cess I Oh, listen to me, and close not 
your ears to the truth. Bemember that 
I am an old man, who has long ob- 
served men, and long studied life. I 
know this Russian diplomacy, and this 
Russian craft ; they have in them some- 
thing devilish; and these Bussian di- 
plomatists, they poison and confound 
the shrewdest with their deceitful 
smiles and infernal cunning. Guard 
yourself, princess, against this Bussian 
diplomacy, and, above all things, be on 
your guard against this ambassador of 
the Bussian empress, Alexis OrloffI " 

" Ah, you dare to defame him I " 
cried the young maiden, trembling with 
anger. "You have, therefore, never 
seen him ; you have never read in his 
noble face that Count Alexis Orloff can 
never betray. He is a hero, and a hero 
never descends to a murder I Ah, if 



the whole world should rise up against 
him, if it should pomt the finger at him 
and say : * That is a murderer ! ' I would 
cry in the face of the whole world : 
^Thou liestl Alexis Orloff can never 
be a murderer! I know him better, 
and know that he is pure and dear of 
every crime. You may continue to call 
him a betrayer ! I know why he suf- 
fers himself to be so called I I know 
the secret of his conduct, and a day will 
come when you will all learn it ; when 
you will all feel compelled to fall down 
at his feet and confess, " Alexis Orloff 
is no false betrayer! " For the sake of 
her to whom he has vowed fidelity has 
he borne this shame. For her whom 
he loved has he staked his blood and 
his life ! Alexis Orloff is a hero ! ' " 

She was strangely beautiful while 
speaking with such spirit and anima- 
tion. The cardinal observed her noble 
and excited features with an admiration 
mingled with the most painful emo- 
tions. 

" Poor child ! " he murmured, drop- 
ping his head — "poor child, she loves 
him, and is therefore lost I " 

"You, then, do not believe me?" 
he asked aloud. 

" No," said she, with a glad smile — 
"no, all the happiness I ever expect, 
ah :he good that may hereafter come 
to me, ^ shall receive only from the 
hands of Aiexis OrloffI " 

" Poor child I " sighed the cardinal. 
" In many a case even death may prove 
a blessing I " 

"Then will I also joyfully receive 
even that from his hands I " cried the 
young maiden, with enthusiasm. 

"It is in vain, she is not to be help- 
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edi" murmnred the cardinal, with a 
melancholy shake of the head, and, 
grasping the hand of the young maiden, 
with a compassionate glance at her fair 
face, he continued : "I would gladly 
aid you, and thereby expiate the evil 
you once suffered at my festival I But 
you will not consent to be aided. You 
rush to your destruction, and it is your 
noblest qualities, your innocence, and 
your generous confidence, which are 
preparing your ruin ! May God bless 
you and preserve you! How glad I 
should be to find myself a liar and false 
prophet I " 

" And you will so find yourself! " ex- 
claimed Natalie. 

" You believe it, because you are in 
love, and when a woman loves she be- 
lieves in the object of her love, and 
smilingly offers up her life for him! 
like all women, you will do so I You 
will sacrifice your life to your love ; and 
when this barbarian thrusts the dagger 
in your heart, you will say with a 
smUe : * I did it ! I, myself—' " 

And, bowing to her with a sad smile, 
slowly and sighing, the cardinal left the 
room. 

Some hours later came Alexis Orloff. 
Natalie reodved him with an expression 
of the purest pleasure, and, extending 
both hands to him, smilingly said : 

^^Know you yet what my mother said 
to her lover?'* 

Looking at her, he read his happiness 
in her fkce. With an exclamation of 
ecstasy he fell at her feet. 

^^I know it well, but you, Natalie, do 
yon also know it?'* he passionately 
asked. 

Natalie smiled. ^^ Alexis,'' said she^ 



" I love you, and therefore will I raise 
you to my side as my husband I " and 
with a charming modest blush she drew 
the count up to her arms. 

" I ou do not deceive me, and this is 
no dream?" he cried, while glowing- 
ly embracmg her. 

"No," said sh«, "it is the truth, and 
I owe you this satisfaction. You have 
been slandered to me to-day. Ah, they 
shall see how little I believe them. 
Alexis, call a priest to bless our union, 
and make me your wife. "Whatever 
then may come, we will share it with 
each other. If I am one day empress, 
you will be the emperor, and I will al- 
ways honor and obey you as my lord 
and master." 

On the evening of this day a very se- 
rious and solemn ceremony took place 
in the boudoir of Princess Natalie. An 
altar wreathed with flowers stood in 
the centre of the room, and before the 
altar stood Natalie in a white satin robe, 
the myrtle-crown upon her head, the 
long bridal veil waving around her deli- 
cate form. She was very beautiful in 
her joyful, modest emotion, and Count 
Alexis Orloff, who, in a rich Bussiaii 
costume stood by her side, viewed her 
with ecstatic and warm dearing glances. 
The inhuman executioner led the Iamb 
to the slaughter without pity or com- 
punction I 

At the other side of the altar stood 
the priest, a reverend old man, with 
long flowing sflver hair and beard. 
Near him the sacnstan, not less rev- 
erend in appearance. No one else was 
present except Marianne, who, in tears, 
knelt behind her mistress, and with 
folded hands prayed for her beloved 



THE DAUGHTER OP AN EMPRESS. 



247 



princess, who was now marrying Oonnt 
Alexis OrlofEl 

The solemn ceremony was at an end, 
and the yoang wife sank weeping into 
the arms of her husband, who, with 
tenderest whisperings, led her into the 
next room. 

Marianne, overcome by her tears and 
emotions, hastened to her own room, 
and the reverend priest remained alone 
with his sacristan. 

They silently looked at each other, 
and their faces were distorted by a 
knavish, grinning laugh. 

"It was a wonderful scene," said the 
priest, who was no other than Joseph 
Ribas. " In earnest, I was quite affected 
by it myself, and I came near weeping 
at my own sublime homily. Confess, 
Stephano, that a consecrated priest 
could not have better gone through the 
ceremony." 

" "We have both performed our parts," 
simpered Stephano, the sacristan, " and 
I think the count must be satisfied with 



us. 



» 



At that moment the count returned 
to the room. Natalie had begged to be 
left alone — she needed solitude and 
prayer. 

The priest, Joseph Bibas, and the sa- 
cristan, Stephano, gave him sly, interro- 
gating glances. 

"I am satisfied with you," said Or- 
loff, with a smile. " You are both ex- 
cellent actors. This new little countess 
was pleased and touched by your dis- 
course, Joseph, my very worthy priest. 
Where did you learn this new vU- 
lany ? " 

" In the high school of the galleys, 
your excellency," said Ribas. "Only 



there is one taught such precious things. 
We had a priest there, a real consecrated 
priest, who was sentenced for life. From 
ennui he gave lessons to the smartest 
among us in his art, and taught us how 
to fold the hands, roll the eyes, .and 
render the voice tremulous. But now, 
your excellency, one thing I You de- 
sired to know who it was that warned 
your princess to-day. I can now give, 
you information on that point. It was 
the French Cardinal Bernis I " 

" They are, therefore, beginning to 
observe our movements," thoughtfully 
remarked Orlof^ " and these gentlemen 
diplomatists wish to take a hand in the 
game. Ah, we understand the French 
policy. It is the same now that ^t was 
when they helped to make the Princess 
Elizabeth empress. At that time they 
interposed, that Russia might be so oc- 
cupied with her own affairs as to have 
no time for looking into those of France. 
Precisely so is it to-day. They would 
compassionate the daughter as they did 
the mother. With the help of Natalie 
they would again bless Russia with a 
revolution, that we might not have 
time to observe the events now fer- 
menting in France. But this time we 
shall be more cautious, my shrewd 
French cardinal Stephano, let every 
preparation be made for our immediate 
departure. We are no longer safe and 
unobserved here. Therefore we will go 
to Leghorn." 

"We alone, or with the princess?" 
asked Stephano. 

" My wife will naturally accompany 
me," said Orloff, with a derisive smile. 

" Will she consent to leave Rome ? "' 
asked Joseph Ribas. 
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^' I shall request her to do so," proud- 
ly replied Orlof^ " and I think my re- 
quest will be a command to her.'* 

And the proud ooont was not mis- 
taken. His request was a command for 
her. He told her she most leave Rome 
b^anse she was no longer in safety 
there, and Princess Natalie believed 
him. 

"We will go to Leghorn, and there 
await the arrival of the Bnssian fleet," 
said he. " When that fleet shall have 
safely arrived, then onr ends will be at- 



tained, then we shiall have conquered, 
for then it will be evident that the em- 
press 1\^ conceived no suspicion ; and I 
am the commander of that fleet, which 
is wholly manned with conspirators who 
all await you as their empress. Will 
you follow me to Leghorn, Natalie ? " 

She clung with tender submissiveness 
to Ms bosom. 

"I win follow you everywhere," 
murmured she, " and any place to which 
you conduct me will be a paradise for 
me I" 
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Unbtjspeotinqlt had she followed Or- 
loff to Leghorn ; full of devoted tender- 
ness, ftdl of glowing love, she was only 
anxious to fdlfil all his wishes and to 
constantly aJSbrd him new proofs, of her 
affection. 

And how? Did he not deserve that 
love? "Was he not constantly paying 
her the most delicate attentions? Was 
he not always as humbly submissive as 
he was tender ? Did it not seem as if 
the lion was subdued, that the Hercules 
was tamed, by his tender Omphale, 
whom he adored, at whose feet he lay 
for the purpose of looking into her eyes, 
to read in them her most secret thoughts 
and wishes? 

She was not only his wife, she was 
also his empress. Such he called her, 
as such he respected her and surround- 
ed her with more than imperial splen- 
dor. 

The house of the English Consul 
Dyke wa3 changed into an imperial 
palace for Natalie, and the young and 
beautiful wife of the consul was her 
first lady of honor. She established a 
court for the young imperial princess, 
she surrounded her with numerous ser- 
vants and a splendid train of attendants 
whose duty it was to follow the illus- 
trious young empress everywhere, and 
never to leave her I 



And Natalie suspected not that this 
English consul received from the Em- 
press of Kussia a million of silver ru- 
bles, and that his wife was rewarded 
with a costly set of brilliants for the 
hospitality shown to this Bussian prin- 
cess, which wad so well calculated to 
deceive not only Natalie herself, but 
also the European courts whose atten- 
tion had been aroused. Natalie sus- 
pected not that her splendid train, her 
numerous servants — ^that all these who 
apparently viewed her as their sublime 
mistress, were really nothing more than 
spies and jailers, who watched her 
every step, her every word, her every 
glance. Poor child, she suspected noth- 
ing! They honored and treated her 
as an empress, and she believed them, 
smiling with delight when the people of 
Leghorn — whenever she with her splen- 
did retinue appeared at her husband's 
side — shouted with every demonstration 
of respect for her as an empress. 

And finally, one day, the long-ex- 
pected Russian fleet arrived 1 

Radiant with joy, Alexis Orloff rushed 
into Natalie's apartment. 

"We have now attained our end," 
said he, dropping upon one knee before 
his wife; "I caa now in truth greet 
you as my empress and mistress! Na- 
talie, the Russian £eet is here, and only 
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waits to convey yon in triranpli to your 
empire, to the throne that is ready for 
yon, to yonr people who are langnish- 
ing for your presence I Ah, you are 
now really an empress, and marvellous 
will you he when the imperial crown 
encircles your nohle head I " 

" I shall he an empress," said Natalie, 
"hut you, Alexis, will always he my 
lord and emperor I " 

"Natalie," continued the count, 
"your people call for you I — ^your sol- 
diers languish for you,. the sailors of all 
these ships direct their eyes to the shore 
where their empress lingers. The ad- 
miral's ship will he splendidly adorned 
for your reception, and Admiral Gluck 
will he the first to pay homage to you. 
Therefore adorn yourself my charming, 
beautiM empress — adorn yourself^ and 
show yourself to your fEdthful subjects 
in all the magnificence of your imperial 
position. Ah, it will be a wonderful 
and intoxicating festival when you cel- 
ebrate the first day of your great- 
ness!" 

And Count Orloff called her attend- 
ants. Smiling, perfectly happy at see- 
ing the pleasure and satisfaction of her 
husband, Natalie suffered herself to be 
adorned, to be enveloped in that costly 
gold-embroidered robe, those pearls and 
diamonds, that sparkling diadem, those 
chain%and bracelets. 

She was dressed, she was ready! 
With a charming smile she gave her 
hand to her husband, who viewed her 
with joyous glances, and loudly praised 
the beauty of her celestial countenance. 

"They will be enchanted with the 
sight of you," said he. 

Natalie smilingly said: "Let them 



be so ! I am only happy when I please 
you ! " 

In an open carriage, attended by her 
retinue, she proceeded to the haven, 
and all the people who thronged the 
streets shouted in honor of the beauti- 
ful princess, astonished at the splendor 
by which she was surrounded, and esti- 
mating Count Orloff a very happy man 
to be the husband of such an empress ! 

And when she appeared upon the 
shore, when the carriages stopped and 
Princess Natalie rose from her seat, 
there arose from all the ships the thou- 
sand-voiced cheers of their crews. Rus- 
sian flags waved from every spar, can- 
non thundered, and drums rolled, and 
all shouted : " Hail to the imperial prin 
cess! Hail, Natalie, the daughter of 
Elizabeth ! " 

It was a proud, an intoxicating mo- 
ment, and Natalie's eyes were filled 
with tears. Trembling with proud 
ecstasy, she was compelled to lean 
upon Orloff 's arm to preserve herself 
from falling. 

"No weakness now I" said he, and 
for the first time his voice sounded harsh 
and rough. Surprised, she glanced at 
him — ^there was something in his face 
that she did not understand ; there was 
something wild and disagreeable in the 
expression of his features, and he avoid- 
ed meeting her glance. 

He looked over to the ships. " See, 
said he, "they are letting down the 
great boat ; Admiral Gluck himself is 
coming for you. And see that host of 
gondolas that follow the admiral's boat ! 
All his officers are coming to do hom- 
age to you, and when you, in their 
company, reach the admiral's ship, they 
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will let down the golden arm-chair to 
take yon on board. That is an honor 
they pay only to persons of imperial 
rank I " 

Her glance passed hj all these nnim- 
portant things ; she saw only his face ; 
she thoughtfully and sadly asked her- 
self what change had come over Alexis, 
and what Was the meaning of his half- 
shy, half-angry appearance ? 

The boats came to the shore, and 
now came the admiral with his offi- 
cers; prostrating themselves before 
her, they paid homage to this beautiful 
princess, whom they hailed as their 
mistress. 

Natalie thanked them with a fascinat- 
ing smile ; and, graciously ^ving her 
hand to the admiral, suffered herself 
to be assisted by him into the great 
boat. 

As soon as her foot touched it, the 
cannon thundered, flags were waved on 
all the ships, and their crews shouted, 
" Viva Natalie of Russia I " 

Her eyes sought Orloff, who, with 
a scowling brow and gloomy features, 
was still standing on the shore. 

"Count Alexis Orloff I" cried she, 
with her silvery voice, " we await you I " 

But Alexis came not at her calll 
He hastily sprang into an officer's boat, 
without giving her even a look. 

" Alexis I " she anxiously cried. 

"He follows us, your highness," 
whispered the wife of Consul Dyke, 
while taking her place near the prin- 
cess. "It would be contrary to eti- 
quette for him to appear at the side of 
the empress at this moment. See, he 
is close behind us, in the second gon- 
dola I " 



"Shove off I " cried Admiral Gluck, 
he himself taking the rudder in honor 
of the empress. 

The boats moved from the land. 
First, the admiral's boat, with the prin- 
cess, the admiral, and the Englishwo- 
man ; and then, in brilliant array, the 
innumerable crowd of adorned gondolas 
containing the officers of the fleet. 

It was a magnificent sight. The 
people who crowded the shore could 
not sufficiently admire the splendid 
spectacle. 

"When they reached the admiral's 
ship, the richly-gilded arm-chair was 
let down for Natalie's reception. She 
tremblingly rose from her seat — a 
strange, inexplicable fear came over 
her, and she anxiously glanced around 
for Orloff. He sat in the second boat, 
not far from her, but he looked not 
toward her, not even for a* moment, 
and upon his lips there was a wild, tri- 
umphant smile. / 

"Princess, they wait for you, seat 
yourself in the arm-chair ! " said Ma- 
dame Dyke, in a tone which to Natalie^ 
seemed to Htve nothing of the former 
humility and devotion — all seemed to 
her to be suddenly changed, all I Shud- 
deringly she took her seat in the 
swinging chair — ^but, nevertheless, she 
took it. 

The chair was drawn up, the can- 
non thundered anew, the flags were 
waved, and again shouted the masses of 
people on the shore. 

Suddenly it seemed as if, amid the 
shouts of joy and the thundering of 
the cannon, a shriek of terror was 
heard, loud, penetrating, and heart- 
rending. What was that? What 
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means that tamnjt upon the deck .of 
the admiral^s ship ? Seems it not as if 
they had roughly seized this princess 
whose feet had just now touched the 
ship ? as if they had grasped her, as if 
she resisted, stretching her arms tow- 
ard heaven? and hark, now this fright- 
ful cry, this heart-rending scream I 

Shuddering and silent stand the 
people upon the shore, staring at the 
ships. And the cannon are silenced, 
the flags are no longer waved, all is 
suddenly still I 

Once more it seems as if that voice 
was heard, loudly shrieking the one 
name — " Alexis I " 

Trembling and quivering, Alexis 
Orloff orders his boat to return to the 
shore I 

In the admiral's ship all is now still. 
The princess is no longer on the deck. 
She has disappeared! The people on 
shore maintained that they had seen 
her loaded with chains and then taken 
away I Where? 

All was still. The boats returned to 
the shore. Count Orloff gave his hand 
to the handsome Mad^^ Dyke, to 
assist her in landing. 

"To-morrow, madame," he whis- 
pered, " I will wait upon you with the 



thanks of my empress. You have ren* 
dered us an essential service ! *' 

The people at the landing received 
them with howls, hisses, and curses ! — 
but Count Orloffffwith a contemptuous 
smile, strewed gold among them, and 
their clamors ceased. 

Tranquil and still lay the Russian 
fleet in the haven. But the ports of 
the admiral's ship were opened, and the 
yawning cannon peeped threateningly 
forth. No boats were allowed to ap- 
proach the ship ; but some, impelled 
by curiosity, nevertheless ventured it, 
and at the cabin window they thought 
they saw the pale princess wringing her 
hands, her arms loaded with chains. 
Others also asserted that in the still- 
ness of the night they had heard loud 
lamentations coming from the admiral's 
ship. 

On the next day the Bussian fleet 
weighed anchor for St. Petersburg! 
Proudly sailed the admiral's ship in ad- 
vance of the others, and soon became 
invisible in the horizon. 

On the shore stood Count Alexis 
Orioff, and, as he saw the ships sailing 
past, with a savage smile he muttered : 
"It is accomplished! my beautiful em- 
press will be satisfied with me ! " 
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CONCLUSION. 



Shb was satisfied, the great, the sub- 
lime empress — satisfied with the work 
Alexis Orloff had accomplished, and 
with the manner in which it was done. 

In the presence of her confidential 
fnends she permitted Orloff 's messen- 
ger, Joseph Kibas, to relate to her all 
the particulars of the affair from the 
commencement to the end, and to the 
narrator sHe nodded her approval with 
a fell smile. 

"Yes," said she to Gregory Orloff, 
" we understand women's hearts, and 
therefore sent Alexis to entrap her. A 
handsome man is the be^t jailer for a 
woman, from whom she never runs 
away." And, bending nearer to Greg- 
ory's ear, she whispered: "I, myself, 
your empress, am almost your prisoner, 
you wicked, handsome man 1 " 

And ravished by the beauty of Greg- 
ory Orloff, the third in the ranks of her 
recognized favorites, the empress leaned 
upon his arm, whispering words of ten- 
derness in his ear. 

"And what does your sublime ma- 
jesty decide upon respecting your pris- 
oner ? " humbly asked Joseph Bibas. 

"Oh, I had almost forgotten her," 
said the empress, with indifference. 
" She is, then, yet living, this so-called 
daughter of Elizabeth ? " 

" She is yet alive." 



The empress for some time thought- 
fully walked back and forth, occasion- 
ally turning her bold eagle eye upon her 
two favorite pictures, hanging upon the 
walL They were battle-pieces from 
Oasanova's master-hand — battle-pieces 
full of terrible truth ; they dbplayed the 
running blood, the trembling flesh, the 
rage of the opponents, and the death- 
groans of the defeated. Such were the 
pictures loved by Catharine, and the 
sight of which always inspired her with 
bold thoughts. 

As she now glanced at these sangui- 
nary pictures, a pleasant smile drew over 
the face of this Northern Semiramis. 
She had just come to a decision, and be- 
ing content with it, expressed her satis- 
faction by a smile. 

" That bleeding feminine torso," said 
she, pointing to one of the pictures, 
"look at it, Gregory, that wonderful 
feminine back reminds me of the ven- 
geance Elizabeth took for the beauty of 
Eleonore Lapusohkin. Well, Elizabeth's 
pretended daughter shall find mo teach- 
able ; I will learn from her mother how 
to punish. Let this criminal be con- 
ducted to the same place where the fair 
Lapuschkin suffered, and as she was 
served so serve Elizabeth's daughter! 
Only the knout may be swung a little 
more pow^uUy. We have no desire 
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to tear ont the ton^e of this child. 
Whip her, that is all, bnt whip her well 
and effectually. You understand me ? " 

And while she said this, that animated 
smile deserted not Oatharine's lips for a 
moment, and her features constantly dis- 
played the utmost cheerfulness. 

"I think," said she, turning to Greg- 
ory, " that is bringing an expiatory cif- 
fering to the fair Eleonore Lapuschkin, 
and we here exercise justice in the name 
of God 1 — As to you," she then said 
to Joseph Kibas, " we have reason to be 
satisfied with you, and you shall not go 
without your reward. Moreover, our 
beloved Alexis Orloff has especially 
recommended you to us, and spoken 
very highly of your information and 
talents. You shall be satisfied." * 
* * « « 

It was a dark and dreadfully cold 
night. St. Petersburg slept ; the streets 
were deserted and silent. But there, 
upon the place where Elizabeth once 
caused the beautiful Lapuschkin to be 
tortured, there torches glanced, there 
dark forms were moving to and fro, 
there a mysterious life was stirring. 
What was being done there ? 

No spectators are to-night assembled 
around these barriers. Catharine has 
commanded all St. Petersburg to sleep 
at this hour, and accordingly it slept. 
Nobody is upon the place — ^nobody but 

* JoBeph Bibas was rewarded bj the empress 
with the place of an officer and teacher in the 
corps of cadets. Afterwarl, upon the recom- 
mendation of Betzkoi, he was made the tntor of 
Bobrinsky, one of the sons of the empress by 
Gregory Orloff. " He accompanied Bobrinsky in 
all his trayels," says Hassen, "and inocnlated 
the prince with all the terrible vices he himself 
possessed.** At a later period, as we have al- 
ready said, he became an admiral and a finvorite 
of PotemMn, the fourth of Catharine^e lovers. 



the cold, unfeeling executioners and 
their assistants — ^nobody but that pale, 
feeble, and shrunken woman, who, in 
her slight White dress, kpeels at the feet 
of her executioners. She yet lives, it is 
true, but her soul has long since fled, 
her heart has long been broken. The 
chains and tortures of her imprisonment 
hme done that for her. It was Alexis 
Orloff who murdered Natalie's heart and 
soul. For him had she wept until her 
tears had been exhausted — for him had 
she lamented until her voice had be- 
come extinct. She now no longer 
weeps, no longer complains; glancing 
at her executioners, she smiles and, 
raising her hands to God, she thanks 
Him that at last she is about to die. 

She IS yet praying wh- u her execu- 
tioners approach and roughly raise her 
up, when they tear off her light robe, 
and devour with their brutfid eyes her 
noble naked form. Her soul is with 
God, to whom she yet prays. But when 
they would rend from her bosom the 
chain to which Paulo's papers are at- 
tached, she shuddei*s, her eyes flash, and 
she holds the papers in her convulsively 
clinched hands. 

" I have sworn to defend them with 
my life 1 " she exclaims aloud. " Paulo, 
Paulo, I will keep my word I " 

And with the boldness of a lioness she 
defends herself against her executioners. 

" Leave her those papers ! " com- 
manded Joseph Bibas, who was prekent 
by order of the empress. "She may 
keep them now — ^they will directiy be 
ours ! " 

" Oh, Paulo, I have kept the promise 
I made thee I " murmured Natalie. She 
then implores to be allowed to read 
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them, and Joseph Ribas grants her the 
desired permission. 

With trembling hands she breaks the 
seal and reads by the light of a torch 
held np for her. A melancholy smile 
flits over her featares, and her arms fall 
powerless. 

"Ah, they are the proo& of my impe- 
rial descent, nothing further. How lit- 
tle is that, Panlo I " 



And now, lifting her np, they raise 
her high npon the backs of the execu- 
tioners. 

The knont whistles as it whirls 
through the air, the noble blood flows in 
streams. She makes no complaint, she 
prays. Only once, overcome by pain, 
only once she loudly screams : " Mercy ^ 
mercy for the daughter ((f an em- 
press ! " 
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